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DRAMATIS  PERSONS. 
MEN. 

EDGAR  the  Saxon,  King  of  England. 
ETHELWALD,  a  court  Lord;  the  favorite  of  Edgar. 
ALFRED,  another  Lord;  the  confidant  of  Ethelwald, 
ORDGAR,  Earl  of  Devonshire. 
CADWALLADER,  &  four  other  Welch  Ambassadors. 

WOMEN. 

ELFRIDA,  a  great  heiress,  daughter  to  the  Earl  of 

Devonshire. 

ESTHER  }         Gentlewomen 

AMY  f          attending  on 

the  Lady  Elfrida. 

Pages,  Attendants,  &c. 

The  scene  is  laid  in  London,  and  Devonshire 
alternately. 


ELFRIDA. 

ACT  FIRST. 

Scene 

LONDON 

KING  EDGAR'S  PALACE. 

A  Room  of  State. 
KING  EDGAR  &  ETHELWALD. 


EDGAR. 

Ere  we  confer  with  these  Ambassadors, 
Who  wait  our  summons  in  the  anteroom  ; 
A  word  of  private  in  thy  faithful  ear. 
Celibacy  is  irksome  to  our  mood  ! 
Elfleda's  death  —  ah  I  lose,  indeed  severe !  — 
Lamented  too,  in  true-love  tears  of  woe! 
Elfleda's  death,  alas!  dear  Ethelwald, 
Hath  left  us  lone;  an  isolated  weed, 
Barren  and  cheerless,in  full  manhood's  bloom ! 
And  tho*  we  ever  shall  with  fond  regret 


Cherish  the  memory  of  one  so  fair, 

Yet  nature  whispers  —  ay,  in  reason'*  voice  — 

Tis  wiser  to  repair  the  evil  wrought, 

Than  in  a  fruitless  sorrow  sink  inert. 

The  realm  resoundeth  with  Elfrida's  fame, 

(A  hallow'd  name!  — in  sound  nearher's  we've  lost) 

Whose  beauty,  by  report,  doth  far  eclipse 

All  other  belles  of  Britain1*  boasted  isle! 

A  dame  so  lovely,  and  so  nobly  sprung, 

Seems  fashion 'd  to  adorn  our  regal  crown ! 

Yet  are  we  loath  to  trust  to  rumor's  voice ; 

And  ere  we  broach  our  secret  sentiments, 

Would  fain  be  certified  of  her  transcendent  worth ; 

Leat  her  proud  sire,  the  Earl  of  Devonshire, 

Might  take  deep  umbrage,  did  we  then  retract: 

So  thott,  iny  Ethelwald,  (who  know'st  our  taste) 

Upon  whose  faith  and  judgment  we  rely, 

Shall  visit  her  as  'twere  by  accident; 

And  if  she  really  answers  men's  report, 

Thou  hast  our  unreserved  authority, 

To  offer  in  our  name  our  roval  hand. 

w 

ETHELWALD. 

The  voice  of  rumor  seldom  speaks  sincere: 
Her  tales  by  repetition  do  augment, 
Like  to  the  snow-ball,  as  it  rolls  along. 
Few  for  themselves  unbiassed  dare  to  judge ; 
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Withheld  by  divers  causes  —  nnd  those  few, 

How  oft  by  prejudice  hoodwink 'd  themselves; 
Some  see  with  fashion's  eyes;  whilst  many,  fear 
T'oppose  their  judgment  to  the  gen'ral  cry; 
And  teach  their  own  opinions  to  conform 
To  whalsoe'er's  most  popular;  and  all 
Are  more  or  less  the  dupes  of  what  they  hear! 
A  name  once  given,  whether  good  or  bad  ; 
Deserved  or  undeserved  ;  or  true  or  false, 
Rarely  can  proof  itself  annihilate, 
When  minds  get  wedded  to  their  own  conceits. 
This  dame  is  rich,  and  therefore  rated  fair! 
(For  gold  hath  charms  to  dazzle  and  confound!) 
She  may  not  squint,  my  liege,  or  be  deformed, 
But  I'll  engage  that  in  King  Edgar's  court, 
Are  ladies  to  compete  with,  nay,  surpass 
This  far  famed  beauty,  eulogised  so  high. 

EDGAR. 

Dear  Ethelwald,  We'll  trust  her  to  thy  choice- 
Receive,  reject  her,  as  thou  may'st  decide. 
Thou  art  too  faithful  to  let  interest 
Tamper,or  tarnish  thine  integrity : 
And  too  discerning  to  be  prejudiced 
By  any  yea  or  nay  our  courtly  youths 
(Of  whom  full  many,  maugre  all  their  boast. 
Scarcely  can  woman's  charms  appreciate) 
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Bo  bandy  in  their  wanton  levity. 

WeDt  we  in  person,  or  incognito, 

'Twould  draw  on  us  the  notice  of  the  world: 

And  policy  forbids  a  potentate, 

To  make  a  huv-and-cry  of  his  design, 

Till  lime  befitting  its  development. 

For  these  st.ite  reasons,  'tis  our  i'x>yal  will, 

Thou,  Eilielwald.  shall  go  in  Edgar's  stead: 

Thro  thine  unerring  eye  he'll  on  her  gaze, 

Aiid,  as  thou  may 'at  behold,  behold  liimseif. 

ETHELVVALD. 
This  mission  is  a  strange  conceit,  my  liegp. 

EDGAR. 

Now,  did  we  not  regard  thee  as  ourself, 
Or,  next  ourself  above  our  subjects  all, 
Thy  froward  humour  should  the  cross  abida, 
And  we'd  depute  some  higher  delegate. 
Thine  office  is  a  trust  of  proud  respect. 
And  there  is  not  a  Bishop,  or  an  Earl, 
But  would  rejoice  to  be  thy  substitute. 

ETHELVVALD. 
King  Edgar's  will  is  law  to  Ethelwald. 

ED(;AR. 
Th«n  don  thy  riding  boot,  and  speed  away. 

ETHELWALD. 
I  go  —  and  God  &o  prosper  met  as  I 
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Mine  errand  conscientiously  perform. 

EDGAR.  [Exit. 

Young  Ethel  wald  presumes  upon  our  grace; 
And,  ever-and-anon,  must  thwart  our  will: 
And  yet,  he  loves  us  with  a  faithful  heart; 
And  to  his  duty,  at  a  word  returns. 
Yea,  Ethelwaid!  thy  tried  integrity; 
Entire  devotion;  and  long  services; 
Do,  sure,  indulgence  and  excuse  deserve: 
And  my  breast  smites  me,  when  thy  peevish  mood, 
Obliges  me  to  gain  thee  by  reproof. 
Pages  without  — 

Enter  a  Page. 

Show  in  th'Ambassador9. 
[Exit  Page. 

Our  subjects'  good,  the  welfare  of  the  land, 
Leave  us  no  leisure  —  nor  may  Hymen's  flames, 
Infringe  the  pond  rous  cares  of  government. 
No  sinecure's  the  office  of  a  king! 

[ascends  \he  Throne. 
Enter  Cadwailadir, 
and  four  tilher  Welch  Ambassadors. 

EDGAR. 

We  learn  by  letters  from  the  kings  of  Walefe, 
That  still  the  face  of  their  fair  land's  o'errun 
With  those  ferocious  animals,  the  Wolves : 
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Which,  in  defiance  of  our  watchful  care, 

Instead  of  diminution,  show  increase: 
To  the  annoyance  of  these  vassal  lords. 
*Tia,  therefore,  equitable  that  the  Welch, 
Themselves  remove  the  evil  —  whereupon, 
Ye  are  convened  to  this  our  conference. 

CADWALLADER. 

Your  highness  hath,  already,  to  our  woe, 
Laid  heavy  burthens  on  your  faithful  Welch ; 
And  we  implore,  it  may  be  borne  iu  mind, 
We're  press  M  to  pay  the  taxes  now  imposed: 
Should  there  be  greater  levied,  sire,  despair 
Will  drive  tbe  petty  sov  reigns  to  unite, 
And  further  impost?,  at  all  risks,  resist. 

EDGAR. 
Bethink  ye,  to  King  Edgar  'tis  ye  speak? 

CADWALLADER. 

The  Welch,  tho'  poor,  are  not  so  impotent, 
To  pusilanimously  bear  constraint. 

EDGAR, 

Now  spurn 'd  we  not  oppression's  tyrany, 
We'd  force  obedience  from  these  thankless  serfs, 
Ere  we  proclaimed  our  kindly  purposes; 
But  conscious  of  the  lion's  puissance, 
In  pity  for  the  weakness  of  the  foe, 
A  threat  so  empty,  we  in  scorn  forgive. 
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CAD  WAI  LADER. 

If  over-zeal,  sire,  for  my  country's  cause, 

Hath  misinterpreted  a  good  intent, 

I  ask  the  pardon,  you've  unask'd,  vouchsafed. 

EDGAR. 
A  mighty  hand  allegiance  shall  maintain! 

CADWALLADER. 
I  answered  an  ex-parte  statement,  sire ! 

EDGAR. 

Then  hear  the  end,  ere  ye  unseat h  d  complain. 
Reiterated  rumors  say,  these  wolves 
Make  waste,  and  havoc ;  scare  your  flocks  and 

herds; 

And  breed  dismay  and  ill  —  to  rid  the  realm, 
Therefore,  in  time,  of  such  wild  ravishers, 
It  is  our  royal  pleasure  to  dispense, 
From  this  day,  henceforth,  with  all  fines  and  fees, 
Exacted  heretofore  upon  the  Welch ; 
On  this  condition;  that  in  lieu  thereof, 
They,  each  revolving  year,  psesent  us  with 
Three  hundred  heads  of  these  fierce  beasts  of  prey : 
Which  'tis  our  will  to  value  and  receive, 
As  the  late  tributes  annually  paid. 

CADWALLADER. 

Herein  your  highness  shows  a  lofty  soul ! 
And  ye  will  find  your  tributary  kings, 


8 

Nothing  averse  to  that  which  ye  propose. 

We  have  good  courage  to  seek  out  the  wolf; 
Attack  his  haunts,  and  hunt  him  to  the  goal: 
But  finding,  heretofore,  hut  small  amends 
For  such-like  toil  (  too  wearisome  for  sport  ) 
Have  hunted  foxes,  oftener  than  wolves: 
But  now,  incited  by  your  gracious  boon, 
Poor  Reynard's  cubs  shall  have  a  holyday, 
The  while  we  challenge  Lupus  to  the  field. 

EDGAR. 

Whrreby  ere  longye'll  rid  the  realm  thertof. 
Tfet.  notwithstanding,  have  no  less  a  care, 
(Tlio'  'lit*  an  ill  wind  that  blows  no  one  good!) 
For  those  destructive  foxes;  to  whose  heirs 
Ye  promise  thua  a  tender  fosterage: 
Lest  by  their  increase  ye  should  chance  to  make, 
The  remedy  as  bad  as  the  disease. 

[Exeunt  si'v 


Scene  II. 
DEVONSHIRE. 

An  Apartment  in  the  Earl9*  C»*ilt?< 
ESTHER  &  AMY. 


9 

ESTHER. 

The  sun  is  on  the  wane  —  another  day, 

Hath  nearly  traced  it*  glorious  career; 

And  still,  alas'  in  dull  monotony 

The  weary  moments  glide  -  now,  would  to  God, 

Something  might  happen,  (for  it  must  bring  good  ) 

To  interrupt  this  solitude. 

AMY. 

-\    , 

Nay — nay  — 

Rather  be  thankful,  that  another  day, 
Has  past,  and  brought  no  ill  —  think  of  the  woe*, 
A  moment  may  for  endless  durance  weave ! 
And  learn  to  be  contented  —  watch  and  pray. 

ESTHER. 

I  ne'er  wan,  and  I  fear,  ne'er  shall  be  saint f 
Your  thoughts  may  be  above;  but  for  mine  own, 
I'm  ready  to  confess,  they're  here  lulow: 
And  earnestly  both  morn  and  eve  I  pray, 
Our  lady  may  decide  to  wed  some  lord ; 
And  take  us  up  to  Court. 

AMY. 

Thy  vanity, 

Provokes  the  lord  to  punish  all  such  prayers 
By  constant  disappointment. 

ESTHER. 

Well-a-day ! 
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Ti»  a  long  lane,  they  *ay,  that  has  no  turii! 

I  fi  el  a  sort  of  a  presentiment, 

That  weary  fate  will  torture  me  no  more! 

O  London  !  Lo.jdon  f  —  I  shall  see  thy  world. 

AMY. 

Ah  !  happier  far  arc  thf •$«••  sweet  solitude* 
Knew  ye  the  world,  but  half  aa  well  *s  I, 
Yc-'d  scorn  its  artificial  blandishments! 
London  is  Lucifer  s  corrupt  abode ! 
Mistrust,  and  fly  its  jilting  promises. 

ESTHER. 

Those  promises  have  lost  their  charm  with  you, 
Because  old-age  make*  hope  a  mockery ; 
But  did  ye  lecture  with  §uch  reason  sage, 
When  youth  was  hope,  and  all  expectancy? 

AMY. 
Youth  s  expectations  fancy's  visions  proved. 

ESTHER. 
What l  when  you  saw  yourself  a  blooming  bride? 

AMY. 

My  bridal  taught  me  the  deer  it  full' ess, 
Of  hope's  anticipations—  O  beware! 
Trust  not  such  props  unsure  for  happiness. 

ESTHER. 

Tli'orcleal  must  be  ventured  for  the  test  ? 
And  I  will  risk  it  —  ay,  and  atill  hope  on  < 
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AMY. 
And  hopp  for  what?  —  a  husband  I'll  be  bound  I 

ESTHER. 

A*"!  rfl  be  bound  when  y-nu  were  at  my  age, 
lo  die  an  old  maid,  Amy,  was  not  yourg! 

AMY. 

K^,  Esther,  no  —  and  therefore  have  I  found, 
To  wed  in  haste'*  at  leisure  to  repent. 

ESTHER. 

Pepentanre  on  one's  la*t  te^s,  Amy's,  worse! 
O  would  1  were  away  from  these  lone  shades  I 
I'll  aee  what  worrying  Elfrida'll  do  — 
And  teaze  lier  into  taking  thi*  court  lord. 

AMY. 

The  v<  ry  worst  way  to  attain  thine  end: 
For  importunity  resistance  breed*; 
.And  mars  what  it  would  make  — 

ESTHER. 

No—  be  ye  *nre, 

~Tbe  tiling  for  kindness  ye  can  ne'er  obtain, 
To  importunity  will  be  decreed: 

•'  Ask,  and  ye  shall  have'j"  seek,  and  ye  shall  find1*'* 
"Knock,  and  it  ahall  be  opei/d  unto  you." 

AMY. 

You  tliiiik,  forsooth,  thifi  new-come  Ethelwald, 
l&  sure  to  win  o'ir  far-faiaed  lady's  hand, 
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my  lord  hath  shown  him  some  reaped, 

A»'d  bad*  his  daughter  to  tiie  state  *a»oon  ; 
JJn*,like  the  rest,  tomorrow  hell  ride  hence, 
And  all  your  castles  in  the  air  will  fall. 
J\iid  crumble  into  atomies? 
ESTHER. 

Ay,  ay  — 

I  warrant,  Pve  aft  loi»£  a  look  a*  you  ! 
He  may  ride  hence  tomorrow  with  the  dawn, 
But  he'll  ride  laden  with  ElfridaVi  heart! 

AMY. 

£lfrida'tf  heart  is  not  so  soon  entrap'd. 
.Ambition  is  an  antidote  to  love  I 

ESTHER. 

Love  is  omnipotent,  and  levels  ranks! 

AMY. 

Ay,  but  if  fa^7or*»  shown  unto  thin  lord, 
•Tifr  not  from  any  wound  of  Cnpid'a  dart; 
But  from  hi;*  term?  of  friendship  with  the  king. 

ESTHER. 

I  rare  not  which,  so  Hymen  stand*  the  goal. 
\Vt  Til  not  yield  in  judgement ;  but  maintain 
1  he  paramount  sufficient  y  of  love! 

AMY. 

You  see  the  surface  only  —  not  thr  depth • 
Eifrida's  heart  is  like  the  shallow  soil, 
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Heady  to  catch,  and  joyfully  receive, 

The  falling  seeds  of  love  —  they  may  spring  up^— 
But  soon  the  pompa  and  pleasures  of  the  world. 
VfM  check  their  growth,  and  choke  them  presently. 

ESTHER. 

So  but  one  up  rout  should  ripen  so  mature, 
As  to  be  meet  for  Hymen  s  sacrifice  ; 
Enough,  good  Amy—  matrimony's  chains, 
Bind  tighter  than  the  silken  bands  of  love 

AMY, 

*ri»  well  our  lady  hath  my  sober  voice, 
1  o  counteract  the  evil  of  thy  tongue. 

ESTHER. 

A  word  of  ruin"  will  silence  all  ye  say  ! 
Your  sober  maxims  go  against  the  grain  — 
Mine,  if  less  staid,  with  inclination  pull. 

AMY. 

Well  !  time  will  show,  if  we  both  live  to  see. 
But  look!  the  sun  has  now  quite  sunk—  and  hark! 
1  he  ev  ning  bell  invites  us  to  repose. 

[  Exeunt. 
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ELFRIDA. 

ACT  SECOND. 

Scene 

DEVONSHIRE 

Gardens  of  the  Earl's  Castle. 
ETHELWALD  and  ALFRED. 

ALFRED. 

Methinks  ye  tarried  at  the  banquet  late — 
The  morning  dawn'd  ere  yet  ye  sought  repose. 
ETHELWALD. 

0  had  ye  seen  her  — it  may  be,  her  charms 
Wrought  on  me  with  a  witchery  increased 
From  having  caviled  at  the  voice  of  fame: 
So,  when  she  blazing  in  her  beauty  came, 

1  was  enraptured'  —  at  a  glance  overcome! 

ALFRED. 

Report,  then,  hath  not  on  her  beauty's  score, 
Enhanced  this  dame,  as  gold  too  oft  is  weal : 

And  she  is  really  

ETHELWALD, 


IS 

ETH;:LWAI.D. 

Thou  hast  seen  the  sun 

Burst  with  effulgence  from  the  eastern  hills, 
Turning  to  morning,  night    the  golden  ray 
Too  brilliant  for  the  dazzled  eye  to  mark  • 
So  strikes  Elfrida  when  she  first  appears! 
So  beams  her  azure  eye'  its  radiance  shines 
Brighter  than  morn  !  which  by  a  liquid  lire, 
Seems  to  give  light  and  life  to  all  around  ! 
A  >  nazed,  and  thunderstruck'  I  look'd  —  and  loved 

ALFKEI?. 

Nay,  if  ye  ve  breathed  soft  nothings  in  /nr  ear, 
At  Hymen's  shrine  this  forfeit  must  be  paid. 


0  Alfred  !  T  ve  a  secret  to  reveal, 

Which  unto  none  but  such  a  friend  as  thee, 
ty&iilf)  I  for  worlds  impart  —  and  even  now, 

1  scarcely  dare  give  thee  the  keeping  it: 

My  fame;  my  fortune;  nay,  my  life's  at  stake, 
By  reason  of  this  lady's  fatal  charms: 
If  I  should  woo  her,  I  m  a  ruin'd  man  ! 
A>*d  if  I  woo  her  not,  fame!  fortune   life! 
All,  all  this  world  can  give,  I  value  naught. 

.     ALFRED. 

I  guess  thy  riddle,  tho'  no  conjurer  — 
Thou  hast  in  secret  wed  some  other  dame  !! 
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ETHELWALD. 

No,  Alfred,  no  —  from  fetters  I  am  fee  — 
Ne'er  yet  in  secret  have  I  damsel  woo  d ; 
Or  by  clandestine  ceremonial  won: 
My  past  amours  have  been  so  ill  conceal'd, 
The  world  hath  made  a  butt  of  me  therefrom. 

ALFRED. 

If  then  bold  Ethel wald,  Efrida  loves, 
Need  he  anticipate  a  cross  in  love  ? 

ETHELWALD. 
If  I  do  lore  her!  —  O  ye  Gods  above'  — 

ALFRED. 

What  gorgon  scares  thee' — Is  the  dame  herself, 
A  secret  wife1 — or  so  far  gone  in  love, 
That  hope  is  in  a  rival's  death  alone? 

ETHELWALD. 

Elfrida's  heart's  her  own  !  great  God  be  thank 'd ! 
Unless  this  guilty  tongue  hath  won  the  prize! 

ALFRED. 

Hath  then  her  sire  inexorable  proved? 
I  scarce  had  thought,  the  king's  great  favorite, 
A  lord  so  courted !  envied !  euolgized ! 
This  haughty  Eail  himself  had  dared  reject. 

ETHELWALD. 
.Alas!  1  have  no  doubt  of  his  consent! 

almost  wisfa  there  were  such  obstacle! 
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ALFRED. 

Then  what  can  ail  thee1 — here's  a  swain  in  love; 
A  lady  kind ;  a  father  who  consents ; 
And  yet,  withal,  despair ! 

ETHELWALD. 

O  Alfred !  know, 

^Thou  hold's!  my  life,  thyself,  now  in  thy  hands, 
By  knowledge  only  of  the  flame  I  feel. 

ALFRED. 

Dkl  I  not  know  thy  well-tried  bravery, 
I  almost  should  conceive  some  rival's  sword  ..... 

ETHELWALD. 
No  other  with  impunity  than  then, 

Should  dare  to  utter  that  unmeet  surmise 

And  yet  'tis  true; — thou'rt  right!  —  a  rival's  sword 

Is  what,  indeed,  doth  scare  me! — but  be  sure, 

JWy  rival  is  no  ordinary  foe: 

No — he  is  one  this  arm  can  never  reach; 

Yet  one  who  fearlessly  may  smite  me  down. 

ALFRED. 

If  some  arch  necromancer  is  thy  foe, 
Whose  spells  and  incantations  cower  thee. 
Fy,  fly  to  Mother  Church,  and  fear  them  not : 
Great  Dunstan,  unto  whom  King  Edgar  bows, 
Will  shield  ye*.... 

ETHELWALD 
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Ha!  Thou'st  named  the  sorcerer, 

Whose  rivalship  is  death  to  Ethel wald! 
ALFRED. 

What,  Dunstan? — oh?  the  hoary  saint! 

EPHELWALD. 

No,  no — 
ALFRED. 

King  Edgar? — but  the  thing's  impossible!  — 
This  lady  never  was  at  court;  nor  he 
Within  the  circle  where  she  do*h  preside. 

ETHELWALD. 
Yet,  notwithstanding,  she's  his  chosen  bride! 

ALFRED. 
His  chosen  bride!  —  a  woman  yet  unseen! 

ETHELWATD. 

Fired  by  the  rumor  of  Elfrida's  charms, 
He  sent  me  here  to  ask  her  for  his  wife? 
And  I,  alas!  forgetful  of  my  faith, 
Mine  honor,  honesty,  and  gratitude; 
Have  outraged  fealty;  and  this  perjured  tongue, 
In  place  of  pleading  proxy  for  the  king, 
Hath  bade  the  king  plead  proxy  for  myself. 

ALFRED. 

Take  warning,  then,  from  Edgar's  luckless  fate, 
And  woo  in  person;  not  by  proxy  win! 
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ETHELWALD. 

I  know  not  how  it  happened — mine  intent 
Was  conscientiously  to  play  my  part  — 
But,  inadvertently,  this  bosom  wax'd 
So  warm  and  zealous  in  my  sovereign's  cause. 
That  it  became  mine  own ;  and  whensoever 
1  courted  for  the  king — or  so  desigrfd  — 
I  found  this  voice,  this  truant  voice,  refuse 
To  utter  Edgar's  name  —  no,  Ethel wald's, 
The  guilty  Ethelwald's!  unconsciously 
Was,  ever  and  anon,  its  substitute, 
O  fovil?  O  fatal  error! — can  I  e'er, 
Repair  the  evil  these  false  lips  have  done. 

ALFRED. 

The  evil  presently  may  be  repaired : 
Go,  and  confess  it — to  the  dame  confide 
The  keeping  of  the  lapsus  lingua  made. 

ETHELWALD. 

O  madness!  madness- — Alfred,  not  for  worlds' 
Would  I  betray  my  love  to  its  defeat. 

ALFRED. 
Then  follow  up  thy  fortune  —  wed  the  dame!     , 

ETHELWALD. 
No — tho'  I  die,  yet  must  I  keep  my  faith  — 

ALFRED. 
Thy  love  and  faith  can  ne'er  go  hand  in  hand. 
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ETHELWALD. 

1  know  not  that— the  king  refer 'd  to  me, 

The  option  to  decide  upon  his  fate : 

Now  doth  it  follow  to  a  certainty 

Because  my  heart's  thus  suddenly  inthral'd, 

The  king's  will  be  the  same'  —  think,  Alfred,  think 

What  ruin  I  should  hurl  upon  my  head, 

If  Edgar's  taste  with  mine  should  not  agree? 

ALFRED. 

According  to  thy  statement,  it  appears, 
Tis  no  more  dangerous  to  please  thyself, 
Than  to  perform  thine  errand  faithfully. 

ETHELWALD. 

Which  is  a  problem  undefinable, 
Until  the  test  be  ventured,  to  decide; 
For  either,  I  may  deem,  while  doubtful,  right. 

ALFRED. 

Teach  but  thy  conscience,  only  to  believe 
She's  not  in  verity  the  dame  to  please, 
And  faith  and  love  at  once  are  reconciled. 

ETHELWALD. 
I've  Scylla  and  Charybdis  on  each  side! 

ALFRED. 

'Twill  be,  perhaps,  a  charity  to  cheat, 
Ay,  cheat  his  highness  of  a  whim  like  this: 
For  'tis  a-kin  to  madness :  and  such  freaks, 
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May  end  in  aberration  of  the  brain : 

For  brittle  is  the  barrier  which  confine* 
The  parterre  where  fair  reason  finds  her  seat. 
He'll  fancy  next  some  damsel  in  the  skies: 
Or  send  ye  courting  to  the  lady  Moon : 
Cure  him  of  such  vagaries  —  keep  him  sane. 

ETHELWALD. 

Could  I  but  hide  her  beauty  from  his  eye, 
Until  some  other  new-fledged  fancy  fills 
The  place  now  vacant  in  his  fickle  heart, 
All  might  be  well. 

ALFRED. 

Thy  scruples  are  as  vague 
As  this  wild  passion  of  the  am'rons  king: 
Ay,  and  will  prove  as  short-lived ! 
ETKELWALD. 

No— faith,  faith 

ALFRED. 

Go  to — go  to,  and  the  old  adage  learn, 
That  "  faint  heart  never  yet  fair  lady  won !  " 

ETHELWALD. 

Lo!  where  the  matchless  syren  walks!  —  she 

comes — 

Mark  with  what  majesty  she  moves  along. 
Inviting  adoration!  homage!  love! 
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ALFRED. 

She  looks  a  goddess !  and  steps  forth  a  queen ! 

ETHELWALD. 
A  queen'  —  ah  fatal  word!  —yet  hush  the 

thought — 

0  Alfred!  while  ye  pity,  ye  condemn  — 

1  see  you  waver:  and  your  counsel  past, 
Recoils  in  keen  reproach  —  yet  spare  mine  ear — 
•daze  once  again,  and  ye  will  censure  not 

The  guilty  tiame  lost  Ethelwald's  undone, 

ALFRED. 
Her  charms  out-balance  caution ! — she's  divine! 

ETHELWALD. 

Yet  still  ye  scorn  me!  —  that  averted  eye, 
Leers  at  my  falshood  — well  1  'tis  not  too  late — 
I'll  make  a  mighty  effort,  and  regain 
Thine,  Edgar's,  and  mine  own  deserved  esteem, 
I  go  to  own  my  frailty  —  to  confess — 
To  plead  my  master's  cause —  O  frienc?,  dear  friend, 
Put  prayers  to  Heav'n  for  hapless  Ethelwald ! 

[Exit  Ethelwald. 
ALFRED. 

Alas?  poor  Ethelwald !  —  and  yet  this  heart 
Exults  in  spite  of  friendship's  sympathies! 
What  have  I  said?* — I  fear  to  analize, 
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The  motive  which  hath  prompted  mine  advice. 

O  wherefore  float  these  golden  images. 
That  flatter  fancy's  furtive  dream? — awaj  — 
He  hath,  indeed,  confided  to  mine  ear, 
A  secret  whereupon  hangs  life  and  death ! 
But  what  of  that!  —  is  it  not  safe  with  me  ?  — 
Yet  through  it  may  the  road  to  favor  lie ! 
What  vision  passes  now  before  mine  eye, 
Presenting  honors,  riches,  consequence, 
Upraised  upon  the  downfall  of  my  friend? 
Hush!  hush!  unworthy  thoughts! — be  still  — 
Ambitions  lures  to  treachery,  avaunt — 
No — Alfred,  Alfred,  never  can  betray! 

[Exit. 
Scene  II. 

A  Bower. 

ETHELWALD  &  ELFRIDA. 

ELFRIDA. 

Mine  honor'd  sire,  my  lord,  hath  done  right  well, 
To  keep  his  child  from  flatterers  like  you: 
For  were  she  much  exposed,  her  head  ere  long 
Might  grow  bewildered;  and  perchance  mistake 
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High-wrought  encomium,  for  unvarnished  truth. 

ETHELWALD. 

Ah !  no  encomium,  high -wrought  soe'er, 
Can  justice  do  to  thy  transcendent  charms ! 
The  fame  of  such  unrival'd  excellence, 
Hath  spread  from  shore  to  shore — the  king 

himself 

Madam I  say,  the  king 

ELFRIDA. 

The  king? 
ETHELWALD. 

Lady, 
In  Edgar's  royal  name  do  I  now  plead  — 

And  at  thy  feet 

ELFRIDA. 

In  Edgars  name?  — 
ETHELWALD. 

Alas! 

The  king  doth  love doth  love  .....  me,  as 

his  kin  — 
O  be  not  deaf  to  these  my  sighs,  my  tears — 

ELFRIDA. 

Ah !  Ethehvald,  I  fear  I've  been  too  free; 
Unpracticed  in  your  courtly  arts,  this 
Forgot  to  be  more  coy  — 
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ETHELWALD. 

O  say  not  so  — 

Kings  are  vindictive !  —when  a  king  implorec 

ELFRIDA. 
A  king?  — 

ETHELWALD. 

Ay —  Edgar  pleads for  Ethel wald — 

Yea,  peerless  lady!  — could  I,  else,  presume 
To  breathe  my  passion  in  thy  virgin  ear? 
What  have  I  said? — Oh!  this  distracted  heart, 
Is  torn  amidst  conflicting  agonies!  — 
Would  I  eould  stifle  this  devouring  flame  — 
But  that  can  never  be  —  despair!  —  grirn  fate 
Frowns  with  portentous  grin  —  a  boding  fiend!  — 

And  warns  me  to  fosbear 

ELFRIDA. 

Forbear,  my  lord  ? 

Whence  springs  this  fury?  —  Edielwald,  beware! 
Passion  bewilders  thee  —  thou'rt  mad!  thou'rt  mad 

ETHELWALD. 

Yes,  I  am  mad !  —  but  'tis  with  love  of  thee !  — 
And  madness  now  impels  me  to  propose, 
What,  sane,  I  dare  not  dream  of — on  these  knees, 
(  For  on  my  knees  alone,  a  boon  so  high 
May  trembling  be  prefer'd)  upon  these  knees, 
Do  I  entreat  —  yet  hold  — I  fear  to  speak— 
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The  favor  is,  indeed,  of  such  a  price, 

That  love  alone,  whereon  his  Hie  depends, 
Is  the  sole  plea  fond  Ethelwald  can  find, 
To  palliate  temerity  so  great  — 
And  pardon  I  must  have,  or  yea,  or  nay. 
Ere  yet  I  broach  the  word  — 

ELFRIDA. 

No,  Ethelwald, 

/  am  no  priest  to  pardon  an  offence, 
Ere  yet's  the  trespass  made;  or  yea,  or  nay, 
\ou  must  abide  the  forfeit. 

ETHELWALD. 

Be  it  so — 

Tho'  life  or  death  be  in  the  word,  I'll  speak  — 
Then,  lest  the  king  should,  all  unknown  to  me, 
(  For  he  is  fickle,  strange,  and  full  of  freaks,) 
Now,  in  mine  absence,  out  of  some  caprice, 
Have  plan'd  the  disposition  of  this  hand, 
I  fain  would  place  my  hopes  beyond  his  reach : 
And,  therefore,  humbled  to  the  dust  itself, 
Confused,  confounded,  cow  ring  with  dismay, 
Do  I  beseech  thee,  by  each  tender  tie. 
Each  argument  devotion's  voice  can  raise, 
Not  in  contempt  to  spurn  thy  slave  away, 
For  supplication  to  make  sure  his  joy, 
B/  secret  rites  immediately  performed. 
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ELFRIDA. 

There's  shame,  or  guilt,  alone,  in  rites  by  stealth. 
The  daughter  of  the  Earl  of  Devonshire, 
Is  not  a  maid  in  secret  to  be  woo  d; 
Is  not  a  maid  in  secret  to  be  won  ! 

ETiiELWAI.D. 

The  period  of  concealment  will  be  short  — 
On  wings  of  love,  I'll  fly  to  Edgar's  ear  ..... 

ELFRIDA. 

Wherefore?  —  you  say,  you  plead  but  in  his  name  • 
You  cannot,  therefore,  doubt  of  his  consent! 


Yet  still  it  must  be  ask'd  —  dire  evil,  else, 
Way  blight  my  prospects  —  would  Elfrida  see 
Her  Ethelwald  undone?  —  oh  no  —  oh!  no  — 
I  read  an  acquiescence  in  that  eye  : 
That  eye  so  tender;  yet  so  dignified  ! 

ELFRIDA. 
I  must  of  some  sage  matron  ask  advice. 

ETHELWAI  D. 
Delay  is  ruin— 

ELFRIDA. 

Nay,  you  risk  as  much, 
To  wed  without  it,  as  against  consent* 

ETHELWALD, 
No  —  one,  Elfrida,  is  an  overt  act 
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An  open  opposition  to  bis  will ; 

Done  in  defiance  of  a  known  command: 
The  other,  an  offence  but  consequent 
Upon  a  dubious  contingency, 
Which,  when  apprized  of  our  affianced  love, 
He  will  applaud,  far  rather  than  reprove. 
But  should  he  have  concocted  any  scheme 
To  balk  me  of  my  hope,  (  for  he  enjoys 
The  tantalizing  lottery  of  love; 
And,  in  malicious  playfulness,  delights 
To  thwart  and  baffle  vows  of  faith  and  truth) 
I  know  so  well  his  obstinate  resolve, 
To  feel  conviction,  no  pretence  or  pray'r, 
Would  turn  aside  his  pertinacious  mood, 
But  its  confest  impossibility. 
ELFRIDA. 
Ay,  and  to  o'erreach,  or  to  forestall 

ETHELWAI-D. 

No  — he's  too  fond  of  love-sick  marriages, 
To  cavil  at  a  kiss  behind  the  door. 

ELFRIDA. 
The  Earl  my  father,  never  will  consent. 

ETHELWALD. 

Kay,  ask  not  that  until  the  deed  be  done: 
1  hen,  when  we  warn  him  of  the  king's  caprice — 
Of  my  high  fevor — of  the  weary  way  — 
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The  roads — the  robbers  —  the  contingencies 

That  might  prevent  our  ever  meeting  more, 
His  ear  will  open  to  our  arguments. 
Send  me  not  broken-hearted  far  away  — 

0  bless  me  —  bless  me  — 

ELFRIDA. 

There  may  come  a  time, 
A  step  so  unbecoming  will  bring  down 
Even  a  husband's  scrupulous  reproof f 

ETHELWALD. 

Mine  own  Elfrida!  could'st  thou  know  the  pangs, 
rl  hat  rend  this  bosom  —  this  devoted  breast! 
Pity  herself  would  prove  mine  advocate, 
And  plead  with  syren  tongue  my  true-felt  woe. 
When  I  go  hence,  if  I  go  unassured 
Of  that  which  constitutes  my  future  all, 
Torment  will  wither  to  the  grave  this  heart  — 
Be  mine,  be  mine — 

ELFRIDA. 

Alas!  fond  Ethelwald, 
If  ev'ry  courtier  pleads  his  cause  like  you, 

1  wonder  not  at  ladies  being  won. 

ETHELWALD. 

O  seraphim !  ^fairest  of  mortal  form !  — 
I'm  dumb  with  extasyi — O  joy!— O  joy !  — 
L-..-t  me  embrace  the  turf  whereon  ye  stand  I 
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This  night,  this  happy  night!—  this  night  thrice 

blest  ' 

A  Priest  shall  wait  us  in  the  church  below. 
I  fly,  on  Hymen's  golden  wings  1  fly  ..... 

EIFRIDA. 

Yet  pause  —  my  father—  yea,  I  fear  ..... 
ETHELWALD. 

Fear  not  — 

Alfred,  a  confidential  friend  of  mine, 
(  Who  will  be  witness  to  the  nuptial  rite) 
Shall  from  the  altar  break  it  to  the  Earl. 

ELFHIDA. 
Both  pride  and  prudence  whisper  thi»  is  wrong. 

ETHELWALD. 

Tis  right  —  almighty  Love  proclaims  it  so  — 
Before  whose  sceptre  pride  and  prudence  bow  ? 
Adieu,  enchantress!  until  evenfall.  [Exit. 

ELFKIDA. 

Alas!  I  am  bewilder'd  —  hope  and  fear, 
Do  clash  to  doubtful  incongruity  ! 
I  stand  confounded  —  taken  by  surprise  — 
And  lost  amidst  conflicting  auguries.  [Exit  . 
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ELFRIDA, 

ACT  THIRD. 

Scene 

KING  EDGAR'S  PALACE. 
Enter  ETHELWALD. 

ETHELWAID. 

Well,  she  is  mine !  the  fairest  of  her  sex ! 
Softer  than  Venus!  — brighter  than  the  sun  !— 
Purer  than  chaste  Aurora,  when  she  steps 
Forth  from  the  morning  wave,  sprinkling  the  earth 
With  orient  pearls  in  drops  of  perfumed  dew. 
Was  ever  lover  blest  like  Ethelwald !  — 
1  ought  to  be  the  happiest  of  men  ! 
And  yet,  a  gnawing  care  corrodes  my  joy  — 
I  have  betray 'd  my  master's  confidence; 
And  stolen  for  myself,  the  jewel  rare, 
It  was  my  duty  to  secure  for  him, 
No  thief  e'er  felt  so  conscience-struck  as  I  — 
No  miser  more  solicitous  to  hide 
The  golden  god!  the  idol  of  his  soulf 
HOW  shall  I  e'er  be  able  to  conceal 
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The  fatal  story  of  these  secret  rites? 

Or  how  endeavour  to  obtain  consent 

To  nuptials,  which  to  venture  but  to  name, 

Suspicion  must  by  naming  them  excite? 

And,  worst  of  all,  what  subterfuge  invent 

To  keep  my  wife  tr<»m  court — for  Edgar  ne'er 

Must  see  that  countenance,  so  fraught  with  charms 

That  by  a  glance  the  gazer  is  undone. 

Here  she  must  stay  then:  if  he  ne'er  beholds, 

He  ne'er  can  love  her:  nor  am  I  so  false, 

So  foul  a  villain  as  I  first  supposed. 

No,  Edgar  Edgar/  gtiil  this  recreant  breast 

May  faithful  prove;  and  thou  be  injured  not! 

For  what's  unknown  hath  no  identity; 

And  is  but  fancy's  dream — wishes  are  vague, 

That  float  upon  imagination's  foam, 

And  vanish  as  its  bubbles  burst  in  air. 

But  will  she  be  content  to  here  remain? — 

To  bury  in  seclusion  all  her  charms?  — 

Oh  •  no  —  it  cannot  be  —  niy  qualms  raturn— 

Edgar  will  see  her  —  Ethelwald's  undone! 

Yea  —  for,  tho'  gentle  on  all  subjects  else, 

In  love  he  is  a  Turk  —  a  very  lurk  !-— 

Witness,  his  braving  once  the  Church's  ban, 

To  gratify  his  passion  for  a  nun ! 

A  holy  virgiul  the  elect  of  God! 
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Who,  tho'  the  spouse  of  our  Redeeming  Lord, 

He  scrupled -not  to  ravish  and  retain. 

Hark !  hark  !  — I  hear  a  sound f — he  comes,  he 

comes  — 

My  bosom  smites  me  — ~  O  this  crimson  brow, 
Will  sure  proclaim  my  damning  treachery, 
And  I  shall  fall  convicted  at  his  feet. 
Confusion  seize  me  — should  he  find  me  thus, 
His  penetrating  eye  will  read  my  tale. 
Let  me  awav  — 

V 

Enter  EDGAK. 

EDGAR. 

Welcome,  dear  Ethel wald  — 
Where  art  thou  running  with  such  rapid  strides? — 
Tarry,  I  prithee — Nay,  not  quite  so  fast  — 
Why  hast  thou  don'd  the  seven-league  boots  of  old, 
To  get  beyond  our  reach? 

ETHELWALD. 

My  gracious  liege. 

This  gear's  unfit  to  meet  a  royal  eye— 
I  urn  but  just  from  horse  — 
EDGAR. 

Talk  not  of  gear  — 

Think'st  thou  a  dusty  jacket  we  regard, 
When  wrought  by  dreams  of  passion  to  a  pitch 
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Of  high  expectancy,  we  list  to  hear 

Wews  of  the  lady  of  our  amorous  thought. 

ETHELWALD. 
A  moment's  rest:  if  so  your  highness  will. 

EDGAR. 

No,  by  the  mass1  —  what  tidings  do  ye  bring? 
Thou  shalt  not  budge  a  foot  —we  wait  thy  tale, 
To  fan  the  fire  to  flame,  or  fan  it  out, 
Which  rumor's  kindled  for  Elfrida's  charms. 

ETHELWALD. 

Reality  can  seldom  quite  fulfil 
The  glowing  promises  of  ruin ov's  voice: 
Perhaps,  anticipating  such  a  blaze 
Of  loves  and  graces,  made  me  underrate 
The  beauty,  this  famed  lady  well  may  claim; 
But  certainly  she  did  not  strike  at  first. 
She's  rich,  however  j  and  a  dow'r  like  hers 
May  sure  reflect  a  thousand  charms,  beyond 
The  pow'r  of  nature's  pencil  to  bestow. 

EDGAR. 

We  acted  wisely,  then,  to  send  thyself, 
Ere  we  made  known  our  royal  purposes: 
For  rumor's  proved  a  lying  jade  —  a  jilt, 
Whose  tales  have  flatter'd  but  to  disappoint 

ETHELWALD. 
My  Hege,  at  court  we  have  au  hundred  fair, 
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By  whom  she's  equal*  d  —nay,  by  some  surpassed. 

Yet  is  she  handsome  —  all  her  features  good  — 
But  wanting  animation  — 

EttGAIt. 

Stiff  and  starch'd? 

A  mere  automaton?  like  marble  cold? 
One,  to  be  gazed  on  only  with  respect! 
Without  expression!  or  that  speaking  eye 
Which  languishes  to  love! — I  like  an  eye 
Pregnant  with  embryo  rapture!  —  sparkling  fire !  — 
Whose  ev'ry  glance  is  dormant  extasy ! 

ETHELWALD. 

Her  eye  is  fine; but  Lady  Errnentrude's 
Out-does  it  Ikr  in  brilliance. 
EDGAR. 

Errnentrude ! 

Of  all  the  dames  at  court,  I  least  admire, 
That  friged,  statue-like  divinity* 

ETHELWALD, 
Blfrida's  not  unlike  her,  I  protest ! 

EDGAR. 

Now,  tell  us  candidly,  without  disguise. 
Would  ye  snch  lady  for  a  bride  yourself? 

ETHELWALD. 
I,  I,  I  —  your  grace —  my  liege — your  highness— * 
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EDGAR. 

"  What!  blushing  like  a  girl!  —  the  dame  herself* 
Could  hardly  look  more  foolish,  had  I  put 
That  question  to  her  maiden  modesty. 

ETHELWALD. 
I  do  not  blush,  your  highness. 

EDGAR. 

• ' 

But  ye  do. 

ETHELWALD.  / 

Then  'tis  for  you,  my  liege !  to  hear  your  grace 
Speak  thus  irreverently  of  the  dame 
Whom  you  may  destine  for  our  future  queen. 
I  gazed  in  too  much  awe  for  such  a  thought. 

EDGAR. 

We  cry  your  pardon,  Sir  Morality! 
But  had  our  future  queen  more  winsome  proved, 
We've  a  shrewd  guess  thine  awe  had  then  been  less. 

ETHELWALD. 
Your  highness  banters— 

EDGAR. 

Not  so,  Ethelwald  — 

The  jest's  too  earnest — our  high  hopes  are  dash'd, 
Dash'd  to  destructien,  by  thine  embassage. 

ETHELWALD. 
And  wherefore,  sire?-— the  dame,  I  say,  is  fair! 
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EDGAR, 

Ay,  for  she  may  not  squint ;  or  be  deform 'd ! 

ETHEL  w  A  i.  D, 
She  truly  is  a  dame  of  some  pretence: 

And  but  for  a  slight  Devonshire  patois 

EDGAR. 

Ha!  —  speaks  with  an  idiom?  —  say  no  more  — 
For,  Ethel  wald,  although  thou  know'st  full  well, 
We're  not  so  squeamish,  but  we  may  have  kiss'd 
Some  buxom  milk-maid  on  a  moonlit  night; 
(Just  to  forget  awhile  our  regal  cares) 
Yet  we've  no  fancy  to  behold  our  wife 
An  awkward  compound  of  vulgarity, 
Whose  gait  and  speech  make  state  ridiculous. 

ETHEL  WALD. 

O  she'*  not  graceless — the  reverse  of  gauche  — 
Altho  less  polish 'd  than  our  courtly  dames. 

EDGAR. 
And,  therefore,  quite  unfit  to  move  their  queen, 

ETHEL  WALD. 

Well,  should  your  highness,  after  this  report 
Still  wish  to  woo,  behold  me  ready,  sire, 
Booted  and  spur'd  for  Devonshire  again. 

EDGAR. 
By  no  means,  Ethel  wald. 


"ETHELWALD. 

Remember,  sire, 
She  is  the  greatest  heiress  in  the  realm! 

EDGAR. 

Kings  should  not  wed  for  pelf . * . . . 
ETHELWALD. 

But  policy, 

Ay,  policy,  my  liege,  may  sometimes  prompt 
Kings  to  forget  their  pride  —  this  haughty  Earl 

EDGAR. 

What  mean  ye,  Ethel  wald? —  you  took  good  care 
To  give  no  hint  of  what  your  mission  was7 

ETHELWALD. 

No,  please  your  highness,  yet  I  much  suspect, 
That  coming  as  I  did  from  Edgar's  court; 
Haying  no  plausible  excuse  to  make; 
The  tittle-tattle  of  her  waiting  maids; 
Together  with  the  consciousness  of  fame; 
May  an  idea  have  induced,  perchance, 
That  something  of  the  sort  was  in  the  wind. 

EDGAR. 

I  fear,  by  thy  confusion,  Ethelwald, 
That  inadvertently  thou  hast  let  drop, 
Some  word  of  recognition ;  which  may  cause 
Her  father  to  believe  himself  agrieved. 
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A  subject  of  his  wealth  and  influence, 

Should  be  conciliated,  not  provoked* 

Remember,  henceforth,  'tis  impolitic 

To  make  an  enemy  of  any  one, 

Even  tho'  weak !  who  may  be  made  a  friend : 

For  the  least  worm  will  turn  when  trodden  on ; 

And  insects  to  man's  eye  invisible, 

Possess  a  sting  whose  wound  is  poisonous: 

Tho*  king,  I'm  not  beyond  revenge's  reach: 

A  gnat  can  with  impunity  annoy 

The  lordly  bull,  whose  strength  is  impotence, 

By  his  tormentor's  insignificance. 

If  then  the  weak  are  not  to  be  despised, 

To  quarrel  with  the  mighty,  wantonly, 

Is  worse  than  folly  —-yet  I  well  perceive 

By  thine  evasion — this  embarrassment — 

Thy  effort  to  postpone  a  conference — 

And  the  too  evidently  quibbling  strife 

Between  thy  cant,  and  thy  veracity, 

That  thou  hast  brought  us  to  the  very  pas*, 

Which  to  avoid,  prompted  our  trusting  thee. 

ETHELWALD. 

My  liege,  let  me  beseech  ye  to  decide 
With  less  precipitation. 

EDGAR. 

Ethel  wald, 
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We  see  thine  object :  but  twill  not  avail  — 

We  promise  thee  we  never  will  fulfil 
The  purpose  of  thy  blunder  —  so  repair 
Thyself  the  mischief,  thou  thyself  hast  done. 

E  JHELWALD. 

Nothing  is  done,  but  what  may  be  repaired : 
Yet  were  we  bound  to  love  our  lady  wires, 
That  duty  with  this  dame  were  no  hard  task. 
But  who  in  matrimony  thinks  of  love! 

EDGAR. 
We  do  ourself — 

ETIIELWALD. 

Well,  if  your  mind's  made  up, 
The  matter  may  be  compromised,  without 
Your  grace's  secret  being  e'er  reveal'd. 
I  honestly  admit  something  escaped: 
But  yet  'twas  of  so  vague  a  character, 
*T would  need  no  wondrous  ingenuity, 
To  make  believe  it  is  your  royal  wish, 
To  ask  her  hand  for  some  high  favorite. 

EDGAR. 

Find  her  a  husband,  then,  good  Ethelwald: 
And  press  us  to  this  sordid  match  no  more. 
In  the  mean  while,  we've  matters  to  transact 
Vital  to  England's  weal :  for  we've  resolved 
To  abrogate  from  vassal  potentates 
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mighty  style  of  king;  to  whom  our  sires, 

With  injudicious  grant  accorded  it: 

They  shall  do  homage  to  retain  their  states; 

And  pay  the  usual  tribute ;  but  resign 

A  title  that  belongs  to  us  alone. 

Moreover,  we've  advices  from  Pope  John, 

Wherein  his  Holiness  permits  us  now, 

A  Council  to  convene,  to  regulate 

The  wanton  lives  of  clergy  secular. 

These  weighty  subjects  do  demand  our  care: 

And  may  not  yield  to  idle  table-talk, 

Of  women,  love,  and  such  light  vanities. 

So  do  thy  best  —  we  leave  this  case  to  thee. 

[Exit  Edgar. 
ETHELWALD, 

Success  ye  Gods  L —  I've  wean'd  him  of  his  love ! 
O  what  a  web  of  inconsistency, 
Is  man's  uncertain  mind!  —  how  obstinate!  — 
And  yet,  how  soon  beguiled !  — a  slave,  and  free  !• 
Unknown  to  self;  tho'  known  to  all  beside 
Who  tamper  with  its  frail  intricacies. 
And  jealous  of  constraint  too,  for  in  fact, 
Whate'er  we  find  ourselves  obliged  to  do, 
(Whether com pell'd  by  force,  or  duty's  call) 
Is  nine  times  out  often  an  irksome  task ; 
Altho'  perhaps,  the  Tery  thing  which  choice  : 
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Would  prompt  us  most  to  do— -but  one  step  more 

Will  place  me  on  the  pinnacle  secure! 

But  'tis  a  lofty  one  —  and  dangerous — 

Even  across  destruction's  yawning  gulf! 

It  must  o'erleap  suspicion,  or  I  fall, 

And  fall  to  rise  no  more — yet  hush  the  thought — • 

Edgar's  too  confident  to  doubt  my  faith ! 

No,  Ethelwald,  thou'rt  blest!  -thrice  blest  indeed! 

The  past,  the  present,  and  the  future's  thine ! 

Love's  crown 'd  by  Hymen's  fondest  auguries; 

And  on  the  certain  consummation  live, 

Of  those  high  raptures  kept  for  thee  in  store! 

[  Exit. 
Scene  II. 

An  Ante-Room. 
ESTHER  &  Amy. 

ESTHER. 

Make  bold,  and  rap  again— our  lady's  late — 
7  he  sun  is  up,  and  yet  she  comes  not  forth. 

AMY. 

No,  rap  thyself — for  thou'rt  the  fav'rite  found— 
All  my  sage  precepts  fall  as  pearls  to  swine. 
Thy  counsel  carries  it — ay — and  behold 
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The  hopeful  fruits  thine  admonition  reaps! 

ESTHER. 

Had  I  suspected  it,  by  good  St.  Bride, 
I  would  have  seen  him  die  of  sighs  and  tears, 
Ere  I  had  lent  mine  aid  —  to  leave  his  bride! 
And  go  gallanting  off  to  court,  forsooth! 
Was  e'er  such  base  delinquency  before! 

Amy. 

*Tis  like  the  sex — my  husband  did  the  sameM  ol 
Therefore,  young  Esther,  recollect  my  words, 
•'  In  haste  to  wed's  at  leisure  to  repent!  " 

ESTHER.  'Jftd  -/mi*  1  i 

Oh:  dont  suppose  I  give  the  matter  up  — 
If  I  but  worry  her  to  jealousy,    ,  ^m  ^r% 
I  warrant  shell  be  after  him  to  town. 

AMY. 

No,  Esther,  no  —  the  bridegroom  you'll  bring  here: 
For  purling  streams,  and  groves,  and  starlit  walks, 
Befit  the  honeymoon,  believe,  far  more 
Than  all  the  noise  arid  bustle  of  the  town. 

ESTHFR.    3L 

Billing-and-cooing  cant  forever  last — 
And  next  time,  111  be  bound,  she'll  take  good  care, 
Lord  Ethelwald  goes  not  to  court  alone ! 
For  who  can  tell  ?  —  Amy,  you  said  erewhile, 
You'd  knownyow  husband  play  strange  pranks  I 
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Amy. 

Then  when  you  get  one,  mind  you  keep  him  strait. 

ESTHER. 

Ill  keep  him  to  his  duty,  I'm  resolved: 
And  ne'er  in  solitude  remain  content, 
A  widow  (as  they  say)  bewitcli'd,  indeed ! 
While  he,  like  Etbelwald,  flaunts  off  to  flirt ! 
Wherefore  should  good  King  Edgar  interfere? 
To  sueh  sly  subterfuges,  I'll  be  deaf; 
And  stand  up  for  my  Woman's  privilege  — 
But  the  door  opens  —  Amy,  haste  away  — 
For  I  may  babble  as  I  list  unheard; 
But  dare  not  in  your  presence — so  away  — 
I  mean  to  try  my  skill  as  oculist, 
And  draw  the  scales  from  her  deluded  eyes. 

Exit  Amj. 
Enter  El/rid*:* 

ESTHER* 

Sure,  blissful  dreama  have  cheer  d  the  lonely  night, 
If,  madam,  we  may  judge  by  those  bright  eyes. 

ELFRIDA. 

My  dreams  were  happy ;  for  the  live-long  night 
1  dreamt  of  heaven,  Esther,  and  my  lord : 
And  only  waked  to  wish  them  dreams  no  more. 
When  dost  thou  think  I  may  expect  my  love? 
Alas!  how  weary  will  old  time  glide  by, 
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Till  next  his  footstep  echoes  in  the  hall. 
Dear  Ethel wald !  ah !  well  I  knovr  thy  heart 
I)oth,  like  a  courser,  pant,  and  strive,  and  neigh ; 
And  irksome  find  the  bridle  that  restrains, 
And  holds  thee  far  apart  from  these  fond  arms. 

ESTHER. 
Indeed ! — and  yet  he  tarries  long  awayT 

ELFRIDA. 

Vou  wrong  him,  Esther,  on  my  life,  ye  do. 
But  ye've  no  faith  in  truth  and  constancy^ 
I  know  ye  long  o.f  old — go  to  go  to  — 
I  m  idolized  i — and  mine  adoring  lord 
Rates  ev'ry  hour  a  blank  in  life's  account, 
Which  may  not  be  devoted  to  his  wife. 

ESTHER. 
Of  couse!  —  but  still,  he  takes  you  not  to  court?  — 

.  ELFRIDA. 
Thou  know'st  there's  reason  wherefore  not  to  go. 

ESTHI-R. 

O  yes  —  at  least  his  lordship  so  proclaims  — 
Howe'er  no  matter,  madam  —  never  doubt 
The  men  are  all  alike  —  all  love  before  — 
And  when  they've  got  us — but  I  see  you  frown— t 
Pardon  me,  madam,  if  my  zeal — your  wrongs — 
Make  me  forget  the  deference  I  owe. 
ELFRIDA. 
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My  wrongs? 

ESTHER. 

A  stander-by  sees  more  the  game, 
Full  oft  than  those  who  play ! 
ELFRIDA. 

I  care  not,  jade 

iThe  king's  high  favor  may  not  be  despised, 
To  stop  the  prating  tongues  of  waiting-maids. 
ESTHER. 

0  no — but,  madam,  as  he  is  so  fond, 

1  wonder  that  he  took  you  not  in  cog. 

ELFHIDA. 
That  would  have  been  beneath  my  dignity' 

ESTHER. 
TOO  was  the  secret  marriage ! 

ELFRIDA. 

I  perceive, 

Tis  needful  to  be  cautious  when  I  speak 
With  colloquists  like  you  ;  whose  repartees 
Strike  right  and  left:  and  iho  indeed,  I  own, 
In  thi&  last  sally,  that  you  have  the  best; 
Yet  such  arch  irony  is  hardly  fair, 
Seeing  yourself  did  advocate  the  step. 

ESTHER. 

And  so  I  would  again  —  mistake  me  not — 
I'm  only  hurt,  a  lady  of  your  charms, 
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One  so  admired !  courted   eulogised ! 

Should  be  deserted  in  the  honeymoon! 

El.FRIDA. 

O  no  —  this  interruption  to  our  bliss, 

Will  pleasures  make  the  sweeter  recommenced  1 

ESTHER. 

On  the  old  apothegm,  madam,  I  presume, 
That  "  they  who  fast-not,  banquets  ne'er  enjoy  !  " 

ELFRIDA. 

Thou  must  be  wedded,  damsel,  ere  thy  heart 
Can  st  know  what  wives  will  do  for  lords  they  love. 

ESTH?  R. 

Well,  madam,  we  shall  see  — for  time  will  show  — 
But  for  a  certainty,  'tis  well  for  us 
Sly  Cupid  wears  a  bandage  o'er  his  eyes! 
Moreover,  it  is  emblematical, 
How  far  his  helter-skelter  arrows  make 
His  votaries  as  purblind  as  himself. 

ELFRIDA. 
What's  your  allusion?  — is  it  personal? 

ESTHER. 

By  no  means,  madam  —  only  general- 
Yet  to  be  pitied 

ELFRIDA.  . 

Pitied '  —but,  no  more— r 
T  give  you  too  much  latitude- — away  — 
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ESTHER*         (aside) 

I  have  aroused  both  pride,  and  jealousy  — 
1  he  green-eyed  monster  presently  will  move* 

[Exit  Esther. 

ELFRIDA.  >   , 

Did  she  say  pitied?  -    that  alarms  my  pride!  — 
I  rather  would  in  secret  be  ili-used, 
And  envied  by  the  world  as  idolized  ; 
Than  idolized,  and  pitied  as  ill-used! 
And  to  be  jealous  thought,  offends  me  more? 
Thus,  am  I  pulled  two  ways  —  if  I  slay  here, 
They'll  say,  I  am  deserted  —  if  I  go, 
That  I  am  jealous  —  well  !  come  what,  come  may, 
111  listen  to  no  subterfuge  henceforth; 
But  publicly  our  marriage  rites  proclaim; 
And,  Ethel  wald,  at  once  go  up  to  court. 


Scene  III. 

A  Gallery  in  King  Edgar's  Palace. 
Enter  Alfred. 

ALFRED. 

The  path  to  fayor's  open  to  my  step  f 
Wherefore  be  such  a  conscientious  fool, 
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Not  to  ascend  the  ladder  at  iny  feet  ? 

For  such  communication,  will,  no  doubt 

Open  a  confidential  intercourse,  \ 

Between  the  king,  and  whosoe'er  reveals 

This  secret ;  the  development  of  which, 

Must  leave  the  place,  now  fill'd  by  Etheiwald, 

Vacant  for  a  successor  —wherefore  pause  ? — 

'Twill  be  told  surely — and  the  injury, 

To  Ethelwald  will  be  no  more  enhanced, 

Because  /  whisper  what  some  sem& other  will ; 

Than  if  I  scruple  to  in yself  avail, 

Of  such  a  golden  opportunity, 

To  pave  the  way  to  fortune's  "  utmost  round !  '* 

But  lo!  they  move  this  way  — how  the  king  smiles  ! 

Well !  ev'ry  dog  but  has  at  most  his  day ! 

What  the  eye  sees  not,  can  the  heart  discern? 

[Exit  Alfred. 

Enter  KingEdgar,  and  Ethelwald^ 
in  conversation. 

EDGAR. 

No,  Ethelwald,  your  warnings  are  unmeet  — 
These  haughty  men,  these  mighty  petty  kings, 
(  Whose  rule  extends  but  o'er  some  village  glens) 
Will  gladly  pay  the  homage  we  exact, 
Tiie  world  shall  know  who  their  BretwalcU  is ! 
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ETHELWALD. 

O  they're  more  lofty,  than  their  lofty  hills; 
Albeit  they  s<»  proudly  pierce  the  skies! 
And  pride  is  obstinate  —  and  policy 
Forbids  your  risking  what  may  be  refused, 
Lest  ye  embroil  the  land  in  civil  war. 

EDGAR. 

They've  condescended  to  accept  the  posts 
Of  butchers  to  the  Wolf  community, 
In  lieu  of  paying  to  our  treasury, 
The  paltry  tax  their  vassalage  imposed; 
And  they '11  not  scorn  to  row  us  on  the  Dee. 

ETHELWALD. 

But  should  the  kings  of  Cumberland  —  The-Isles  — 
Together  with  the  hardy  king  of  Scots, 

Unite  against  you,  with  these  kings  of  Wales 

EDGAR. 

Our  pow'r  is  ample  to  subdue  their  league. 
Yet  think-not,  Ethel  wald,  His  vanity 
Prompts  us  herein  —  no — '  it's  for  Albion's  weal ! 
Surh  an  acknowledgment  of  vassalage, 
Will  mark  us,  undisputed  over-lord; 
And  France,  and  other  continental  states, 
Behold  with  awe  great  England's  majesty! 

ETHELWALD. 
Well '  poverty  mayhap  ensures  consent. 
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Some  of  their  little  principalities, 

Are  scarcely  larger  than  a  Baron's  fief: 
Indeed,  the  Earl  of  Devonshire's  domain, 
Might  put  to  shame  such  royal  dynasties. 

EDGAR. 

Still  "harping"  on  the  Earl  of  Devonshire! 
Methinks  that  lord's  superb  inheritance, 
The  standard  seems  whereby  all  else  ye  rate. 

ETEELWALD. 

'Tis  true,  my  liege,  so  vast  a  heritage, 
Being  perhaps  in  reach,  doth  cross  my  thought. 
It  may  seem  nothing  in  a  royal  eye, 

But  in  a  subject's yet  I'm  loath  to  speak, 

JLest  past  events  should  bid  ye  doubt  my  faith ; 

JinA  ere  I  venture  to  prefer  my  suit, 

Most  earnestly  entreat  you  to  behold 

The  famed  Eifrida~^(aj/cfc')  should  he  yield, 

I'm  lost  - 
EDGAR. 
Ha!  art  thou  smitten  with  her  wide  demesne? 

ETHELWALD. 

My  liege,  (  when  after  ye  have  seen  the  dame, 
And  found  her  answer  to  my  true  report) 
Wherefore  may  not  your  favor'd  Ethelwald, 
Avail  him  of  the  chance  this  embassy 
Offers  to  make  lib  fortune  at  a  throw? 


52 

EDGAR. 

O  gold f  gold !  gold !  — ye  Gods !  what  charms 

hath  gold !  — 

Ah  •  where  in  nature  is  there  the  defect, 
That  gold's  resplendent  mask  can  not  conceal  ?  — 
Or  where  the  grace,  (tho'  graceless  howsoe'er!) 
That  gold,  almighty  gold !  can  not  bestow? 

ETHELWALD. 
In  what  have  I  provoked  so  keen  a  taunt? 

EDGAR. 

Hast  thou  not  urged  me  to  select  this  dame, 
Because  the  richest  heiress  in  the  realm  ? 
And  having  Edgar  s  soul  too  lofty  found, 
To  barter  love  for  gold ;  dost  thou  not  now, 
Covet  the  golden  treasure  for  thyself! 

ETHELWALD. 

That  Midas  tempts  me  I  must  needs  confess! 
But  yet  the  lady  still  may  have  some  share. 

EDGAR* 

The  lady? — ay  —  confess  a  little  more. 
Love  ye  the  gold,  for  the  fair  lady  s  sake ; 
Or,  the  fair  lady,  for  the  sake  of  gold? 

ETHELWALD. 

You  press  too  hard,  my  liege— 
EDGAR. 

Enough— enough  — 
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Silence,  sir,  gives  consent  —so  go  your  way  — 

We  will  not  balk  ye  of  your  bait — to  boot, 
If  so  you're  sure  it  is  within  your  reach. 

ETHELWALD* 

Great  Edgar's  favorite,  with  no  ill  looks, 
Is  not  an  offer  like  to  be  refused, 

EDGAR. 

Did  the  dame  know  she's  rated  as  a  tax! 
Or,  at  the  most,  a  fixture  on  the  land! 
Like  an  old  manor-house,  which  venders  oft 
Cast  to  the  bargain,  as  a  thing  of  course, 
Your  suit,  perhaps,  would  not  be  quite  so  sure. 
But  speed  away  —  no  time  is  to  be  lost  — 
She's  lovers  by  the  score,  no  doubt,  like  you, 
Who  worship  her  for  mammon's  purposes. 
So,  haste  to  win  her ;  and  return  forthwith, 
Bringing  the  proud  Elfrida  as  a  brtfe! 

[Exit  Edgar. 

ETHELWALD. 

No — that  may  never  be- — I  go;  but  go 
To  keep  her  hence  —  to  hide  her  from  his  eye— 
To  fabricate  a  thousand  falsities 
To  chain  her  to  the  covert  where  she  is: 
And  would  I  could,  at  price  of  all  her  lands, 
Purchase  a  cage,  herself  but  to  secure. 
Alas!  fond  wish!  how  vain!  —  her  lame,  her  pride. 
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May  scorn  concealment  longer— and  the  word 

Of  that  ambitious  Esther  urge  her  on  — 
Yet  hush  the  thought — I'll  not  anticipate — 
But  hail  this  day,  this  fair  auspicious  day! 
The  climax  only  of  my  brightest  hope. 
I  feel  all  ecstasy !  —  all  gratitude !  — 
Amid'st  the  number  of  the  blest,  most  blest! 
My  stolen  joys — (for  stolen  joys  they  are)  — 
Appear  more  exquisite!  more  rapturous! 
Than  joys  could  do,  more  honestly  obtain'd : 
Yea,  for  too  sure,  "forbidden  fruit's  most  sweet ! 
Protect  me  ail  ye  secret  pow'rs,  who  guard 
The  hidden  couch  of  love! — for  Ethelwald 
Now  rests  on  bubbles;  and  the  blindfold  god, 
Prepares  his  bed  upon  combustibles. 

[Exit. 

•Vwifi  -••  m  i 

the 


ELFRIDA. 

ACT  FOURTH. 

Scene 
An  Antechamber. 

ALFRED      (solut) 

ALFRED. 

Now  fortune  favors  me — I  find  myself, 
(By  reason  of  the  absence,  so  prolonged, 
Of  the  enamoured,  love-sick  Ethelwald) 
In  waiting  for  awhile  upon  the  king: 
Ttien  now's  my  chance — a  chance  not  to  be  lost — 
He  calls  me  friend,  indeed ;  but  friendship's  claim, 
If  wrought  by  treason's  compact,  is  annul'd; 
And  a  far  higher  claim  stands  paramount! 
*Tis  duty's,  honor's,  loyalty's  command. 
Am  I  to  silent  see  my  lord  and  king 
Play  pander  to  his  own  discomfiture?  — 
By  the  arch  wiles  of  a  false  tongue,  cajoled?  — 
Cheated  in  love?  —  robbed  of  his  very  queen  ?—• 
Involuntarily  becoming  thus, 
Particepi  criminis  unto  his  shame! 
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No —surely  no —  I  may  not  hesitate, 

(Setting  all  interested  views  aside) 
Between  my  faith  to  mine  annointed  king, 
Or  fealty  to  the  perjured  Ethelwald. 
Enter  King  Edgar. 

EDGAR. 
No  news  of  my  lord  Ethelwald,  this  morn? 

ALFRED. 
No,  please  your  highness — 

EDGAR. 

Wherefore  stays  he  thus !  — 
We  counseled  his  return  with  meet  despatch. 

ALFRED. 

Oh !  hours  seem  moments;  weeks  but  little  days, 
Whilst  Cupid's  toying  blandishments  beguile. 

EDGAR. 
But  Midas  is  the  god  that  here  presides! 

ALFRED. 
Midas?— 

EDGAR. 

Ay,  there  are  honeymoons,  wherein 
Cupid  doth  play  but  a  dumb  soldier's  part! 

ALFRED. 

Not  so,  my  liege,  in  this — therefore,  will  I 
Make  b<>M  to  plead  their  cause — for  she's  so  fair; 
And  he,  alas!  so  fond  . 
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EDGAR. 

She's  not  so  fair ; 
Nor  he,  perhaps,  so  fond  as  you  believe. 

ALFRKD. 

Not  fond  to  ecstasy!  —  what  Ethel  wald?  — 
Why  all  who  have  beheld  her,  do  aver 

Her  charms  surpass  conception 

EDGAR. 

Ay,  no  doubt; 

For  she's  the  greatest  heiress  in  the  realm ! 
But  we  shall  soon  this  far-famed  beauty  see. 

ALFRED. 

If  so,  he's  not  so  jealous  as  men  say; 
Nor  fain  to  hide  her  from  each  courtier's  eye. 

EDGAK. 

All  idle  chit-chat,  and  old-woman's  talk — 
She's  coming  for  the  honeymoon  to  court! 

ALFRED. 
The  honeymoon?  — 

EDGAR. 
Ay,  sir, — the  honeymoon. 

ALFRED. 
Then  it  must  be,  its  closing  week,  my  liege. 

EDOAK. 

Its  closing  week?  —  Hymen's  scarce  joined  their 

hands ! — 
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ALFRED* 

Married  but  now?— 

EDGAR. 
Perhaps  not  even  now ! 

ALFRED. 
Then  all's  a  lie!  —  I  said  the  tale  was  false!  — 

EDGAR,     (aside) 

What  means  all  this?  —  wherefore  such  marked 

surprise!  — 

O  Ethelwald !  can'st  thou  have  play'd  us  false  !•— 
A  vague  surmise  of  this,  once  rose  before ; 
But  conscience  smote  rne,  when  thy  free-spoke  word 
Urged  me  with  such  apparent  honesty, 
To  see  this  dame,  ere  I  rejected  her* 
What  is  the  tale  afloat ?  —    ( aloud) 

ALFRED. 

My  gracious  liege, 

'Tis  nothing  but  court  gossip,  I'll  be  bound  ; 
But  'tis  reported  that  lord  Ethelwald, 
In  secret  long's  been  wedded  to  this  dame. 

EDGAR.    (asi<te^) 

How  wretched  is  a  prince's  envied  lot ! 
Surrounded  by  a  searching  multitude, 
Who  each  side  of  a  matter  clearly  see; 
Whilst  he  who  is  to  judge,  and  to  decide, 
Has  no  fair  view  of  either;  yet  when  dupedf 
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Is  censured,  ridiculed,  and  made  a  butt! 

O  it  cloth  gall  discerning  heads  to  know 

That  fools'-eyes  see  what's  hidden  from  the  wise; 

Who  thus  unjustly  fall  in  most  men's  minds, 

Because  (above  suspicion'  )  they  seem  blind. 

It  ought  to  be  the  object  of  good  kings, 

To  live  not  in  the  mouths,  but  minds  of  men  ; 

For  hearts  are  free,  howbeit  tongues  are  tied. 

Confiding,  therefore,  in  our  subjects'  love, 

We  hitherto  have  shun'd  a  sharp  look-out, 

And  may  unwittingly  be  play'd  upon. 

But  we'll  not  sentence  ere  the  culprit's  tried. 

If  Eihelwald  his  bride  brings  boldly  forth, 

*  Twill  be  an  earnest  of  his  faith;  if  not, 

A  circumstantial  gage  of  falsity. 


We  ne'er  give  ear  unto  exparte  tales: 
But,  (neither  turning  to  the  right  or  left,) 
Wait  until  both  sides  have  alike  been  heard  : 
For  wrong  seems  right,  and  right  itself  oft  wrong, 
Tested  alone  by  one-side  evidence. 

ALFRED. 

Your  highness  is  all  equity  —  all  grace  — 
How  blest  the  people,  with  a  king  so  just! 

EDGAR. 
No  flattery  —  we  ask  but  charity  — 
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And  to  be  judged  as  fairly  as  we  judge: 

For  human-nature's  human-nature  still; 
And  kings  and  judges,  like  the  rest,  may  err. 
Therefore  our  ear  is  open  to  each  voice ; 
(Tlio'  not  our  mind  to  each  vile  calumny) 
Rating  that  he  who  doth  refuse  to  hear, 
Can  ne'er  gain  true  conviction  —  there  are  lies 
Of  many  grades,  and  different  characters; 
Some  lies  are  strange  perversions  of  the  truth — 
Others,  but  misconceptions  of  the  truth  — 
Many  exaggerations  of  the  truth, 
Or  diminutions  —  (as  the  case  may  be) 
But  downright  lies,  are  lies  without  all  truth! 
And  these  last  lies  (tho'  morally  the  worst) 
Are  those,  perhaps,  the  least  injurious; 
As  surest  to  detect  and  to  refute; 
While  half-and-half  lies,  mingled  with  some  truth, 
Are  scarcely  ever  wholly  wash'u  away. 
This  story  that  is  now  upon  the  wind, 
May  be  a  hoax,  or  a  veracity : 
However,  we'll  not  be  cozen 'd  either  way: 
WeVe  heard  the  slander,  (if  it  slander  be) 
And  presently  will  call  for  the  defence. 
Enter  Etheiuald, 

ALFREP. 
Hue  comes  Lord  Eihelwald— his  presence,  sire, 
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Removes  me  from  attendance  on  your  grace. 

(aside) 

I've  roused  his  pride;  and  wounded  vanity. 
Will  vengeance  take  for  intellect  traduced : 
Tenacious  of  his  penetrating  pow'rs, 
He's  mortified  to  find  himself  o'er- reach 'd. 

[Exit  Alfred. 

ETHELWA  r,  D.    (aside) 

Love,  love's  obtain'd  the  boon  —  she  stays  away  — 
So  present  fear,  thank  htav ii!  is  at  an  end, 

(aloud) 

Mine  august  liege,  I  plead  a  bridegroom's  grace ; 
I've  trespass'd  on  the  given  time;  but,  sire, 
During  the  honeymoon,  the  bride  is  queen ! 

EDGAR. 

Ay,  Cupid's  honeymoon  is  oft  full  long  ; 
But  Midas  cuts  the  honeymoon  off  short: 
I  marvel  why  hit  honeymoon  should  last! 
Howe'er,  whichever  be  the  patron  god, 
Due  honor  shall  be  paid  to  hymen's  laws; 
Therefore,  a  royal  banquet's  held  this  night, 
To  greet  the  lady  of  Lord  Ethelwald. 

ETHELWALD. 

My  Hege,  such  honor's  far  above  our  wish : 
More-o'er,  this  night  it  cannot  be  received. 


62 
EDGAR. 

Well,  then  tomorrow  night — I  did  forget 
The  weary  journey ;  and  the  bride's  fatigue. 

ETHELWAID. 
Nor  yet  tomorrow  night,  my  gracious  liege. 

EDGAR. 

If  so,  present  us  to  your  dame  in  cog  — 
We're  bent  to  see  her,  sir ;  and  will  not  sleep, 
Until  congratulation's  duly  paid. 

ETHELWALD. 

Impossible ! —  my  liege  —  impossible — 
By  reason  that  the  lady  sleeps  herself 
At  some  two  hundred  miles,  at  least,  from  hence. 

EDGAR. 

Desert  thy  lady  in  the  honeymoon? — 
Why  Midas  would  himself  be  more  gallant! 

ETHELWALD. 

Her  health  is  in  no  state  to  move  so  far. 
The  journey,  by  your  leave,  is  long  and  drear; 
And  she  unused  to  travel. 

EDGAR,     (aside) 

Nevertheless, 

Well  have  a  sight  of  this  incognito— 
Since  she  cant  visit  us,  we'll  visit  her : 
And  that  without  delay —  (aloud) 

Lord  Ethel wald. 


We'll  not  so  far  forget  the  gentleman, 

To  bid  a  lady  pay  her  court  to  us; 

But  rather,  will  pay  court  to  her,  instead. 

We  long  have  had  a  curious  desire 

To  see  the  western  counties;  state  affairs 

Have  hitherto  withheld  us;  but,  as  now 

No  very  urgent  matters  intervene, 

We  are  resolved  to  seize  the  present  time 

To  visit  Dorset,  Devon,  and  South  Wales; 

So  somewhile  on  our  journey,  may  make  free 

*fo  trespass  for  a  day  upon  the  Earl : 

Whose  lands  afford,  they  tell  us,  goodly  sport. 

And  fearful  of  some  unforeseen  event, 

Will  nowise  hazard  lets — betimes  at  dawn, 

We'll  cross  the  saddle,  therefore,  and  set  out. 

ETHELWALD. 

Let  me  beseech  ye,  sire,  to  pause  awhile — 
Your  highness  scarce  conceives  the  doubtful  way  — 
The  perils  by  the  road  —  the  hills — the  dales  — 
The  dangVous  precipices — and  the  lack 
Of  those  accommodations  meet  for  kings. 

EDGAR. 
I  fear  no  perils  other  men  may  brave. 

ETHELWALD. 
A  simp'e  individual,  like  myself, 
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May  find,  indeed,  the  trifles  requsite; 

But  for  a  royal  retinae,  my  liege — 

Few  Inns  — small  stables — evVy  want,  in  short  — 

You  never  could  get  on,  I'd  stake  my  life! 

EDGAR. 

We  wish  no  royal  retinue,  my  lord. 
A  groom  or  two  —  yourself — and  our  good  steeds, 
Are  suite  enough  for  a  mere  gentleman  : 
We  mean  to  pass  unknown  sir  —  and  the  sun 
Shall  see  us,  God  so  willing,  on  the  way. 

ETHEL  WALD. 
'Twill  prove  impracticable,  much  I  fear 

EDGAR. 

Now  by  the  holy  saints  I  swear,  my  lord, 
Thou'lt  find  (unless  high  heav'n  itself  forfend) 
f  *J  is  not  impracticable  —  so  prepare ; 
la  order  to  be  stirring  with  the  lark. 

ETHELWALD. 

(aside) 

•  My  lord !  '—and '  Sir ! f — no  longer  •  Ethelwald ! ' 
His  face  is  alter  d!  —  and  I  am  undone! 

(aloud) 

If  so  you  order,  so  must  I  obey: 
I  go —  but  were  it  not  more  prudent,  sire, 
To  wait  a  milder  season?  —be  advised-— 
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Suppose  the  snow  should  intercept  your  way 

Amid'st  the  wilds  of  Dartmore  —recollect, 

The  days  are  short  —  no  moon  to  guide  your  feet  — 

And  tales  are  told,  of  numbers  being  lost 

In  journeying  across  those  savage  tracts, 

Quite  unfrequented  by  the  steps  of  men. 

ED  GAR. 

Now  heretofore,  it  was  thy  wont,  kind  friend, 
To  urge  us  on  to  risks ;  and  laugh  at  care ! 
Whence  springs  this  sudden  prudence? 
ETHEL  WALD. 

O  my  liege, 

Prudence  is  e'er  the  child  of  riper  years! 
As  time  advances,  we  with  anger  mark 
The  wantonness  of  youth's  temerity: 
And  now  my  frolic  days  get  on  the  wane, 
I  sometimes  shudder,  when  I  dare  reflect 
Ou  your  past  perils  by  my  folly  run. 

EDGAR. 

How  marriage  sobers  men !  —  here  is  a  blade, 
Who  but  last  week  was  wildest  of  the  wild, 
Yet  finds  youth's  buoyant  and  intemp  rate  glow 
By  one  brief  span  of  matrimony  tamed ! 
We'll  seek  us  out  another  wife  forthwith, 
And  moralize  on  immorality ! 
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Turn  saint;  and  preach  the  apophthegm  of  old 

That  prudence  is  proud  valor's  noblest  part: 
And  punish  all  whoVe  prone  to  imitate, 
The  daring  of  our  past  improvidence  1 
But  in  the  mean  time,  Sir  Philosopher, 
Our  wilful  mood  must  take  its  headstrong  way. 

ETHEI  WALD. 

Nor  would  I  seek  to  curb  your  highness'  will : 
I  do  but  ask  for  rest  —  methinks,  in  sooth, 
Your  grace  is  over-hard  —  behold  me  here, 
FaiViish'd  and  thirsty!  spattered  o'er  with  mire! 
Requiring  absolutely  some  repose; 
And  yet,  tho'  wearied  by  my  late  fatigue, 
I'm  hurried  unto  saddletree  again! 
It  hath  not  been  your  wont  to  treat  me  thus! 
And  I  did  hope  —  nay,  still  do  hope,  my  liege, 
That,  out  of  mere  compassion,  you'll  postpone 
This  journey  for  a  few  short  days,  at  least. 

EDGAR. 

If  not  in  plight  for  saddletree  so  soon, 
Veu  may  remain,  and  follow — rest  a  day — 
We  go  by  easy  stages — with  a  spur, 
You  will  o  ertake  us  presently  I  ween. 

ETHELWALD. 
No,  sire,  I'm  ready  — it  shall  ne'er  be  said, 
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That  Ethelwald  shrunk  back  from  duty's  call. 


Alas!  I'm  ruin'd  —  yet  a  sudden  thought 
Lights  up  a  ray  of  hope  —  one  effort  more— 

(aloud) 

I  have  but  this  petition  to  prefer; 
Permit  me  only  to  set  out  before, 
So  to  prepare  Elfrida,  and  the  Earl, 
For  the  high  honor  which  your  grace  designs. 

EDGAR. 

I  cry  your  pardon,  sir,  but  faiti  would  know, 
How  he  who  famish'd,  dusty,  and  fatigued, 
Finds  himself  absolutely  quite  unfit 
At  the  first  crowing  of  the  cock,  to  start; 
Can  be  in  trim  to  set-out  over  night? 
But  take  your  course  :  however,  bear  in  mind, 
We're  not  to  be  put  off—  seek  by  no  ruse, 
To  balk  us  of  our  devoirs  to  your  bride. 
A  waken  'd  curiosity  is  rife: 
Beware  of  thwarting  Edgar's  royal  will. 

[E^ii  Edgar 
ETHELWALD: 

Despair  and  torture  •  —  all  has  been  reveaTd  !  — 
I  know  my  fate  —a  dire  presentiment, 
Waispers  if  retribution;  and  of  woe! 
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Yea  Ethelwald,  thou  hast  thy  trust  betray'd — 

No  pardon  for  thy  flagrant,  foul  offence, 

Will  Edgar's  pity  mercy's  boon  accord  — 

No  tears  of  brine  e'er  lave  thy  fault  away  — 

But  crimson  blushes,  guilt  propense  proclaim! 

To  love  a  hapless  proselyte  I  fell, 

The  victim  of  fond  nature's  mystic  lawi 

And  tho'  the  fine  was  known,  the  risk  was  run, 

No  rate  can  e'er  redeem ;  and  I  am  dooni'd 

To  pay  alas!  the  bitter  penalty! 

That  cruel  penance,  whose  accursed  award, 

Must  be  disgrace,  or  death!  for,  all  too  sure, 

He'll  ne'er,  in  solace  to  mine  anguish  keen, 

Ought  less,  in  meet  atonement,  deign  t'accept. 

Nay,  even  tho'  divorce  or  banishment, 

Should  be  my  mitigated  punishment, 

1  Twould  prove  still  worse  than  death  —  O  dreadful 

thought! 

A  banishment  from  her  for  whom  I  live! 
Condemned  to  sorrow,  solitude,  and  shame! 
Cut  off,  an  isolated  wretch,  from  all 
Most  prized,  most  loved  on  earth ;  and  placed  aside 
A  lone,  an  abstract  exile!  blighted  left 
A  broken  monument  of  pride!  to  lead 
A  life  of  vain  regrets  — yet,  ingrate,  hold  — 
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Hush,  hush  rebellious  spirit1  be  resigned; 

And  bow  submissive  to  thine  own  misdeed. 
Thou,  LORD!  who  read'st  the  mind's  untutor'd 

thought, 

Dost  know  the  desolation  of  this  heart! 
Crest-fallen  —  mortified  —  stab'd  to  the  core 
With  daggers  steep'd  in  gall,  whose  rankling  barbs 
Rend  with  remorse's  agonies  acute, 
My  bosom's  hid  recess  —  my  heinous  crime 
Lies  heavy  on  me  —  deeply  I  repent — 
And  yet, (inconsequent  anomaly  ! ) 
E  en  while  constraint  to  own  the  forfeit  due, 
Would  not,  for  worlds,  recall  the  past  undone; 
But  glory  in  the  fearful  prize  obtain *d! 

0  then,  in  pity,  let  my  still  complain  — 

1  Tis  all  the  lost  can  do  —  tears  are  my  fine  — 
And  may  the  consolation  plaints  afford, 

S  >oth  the  deep  wounds  that  never  can  be  heal'd. 
But  wherefore  this  despair? — there's  comfort  yet  — 
I'll  to  Elfrida — she's  my  only  stay! 
Tbe  anchor  whereupon  rests  all  my  hope! 
Yea,  love  may  save  me  —  if  by  love  I'm  lost, 
May  not  almighty  love  redeem  me  too. 

.  [Exit. 
of  »€«  the 


ELFBIDA. 

ACT  FIFIH. 
Devonshire. 
The  Antechamber  to  Klfrida's  Bedroom. 
Time  —  Morning  twilight. 

Enter  EI  HELWALD  hastily 
like  one  having  travelled  day  and  night. 

ETHELWALD. 
Eifrida!~dear  Elfridai  — 

ELFRIDA.         (within) 

Some  one  calls  — 

It  is  the  voice  of  Ethel wald !  —  O  joy !  — • 
On  wings  of  ecstacy,  I  meet  my  love. 

Enter  ELFRIDA. 
(I'M  a  morning  dress) 

ETHELWALJ*. 
(embracing  he? ) 
So  early  up! — why  yet  the  sun's  a-bed! 

ELFRIDA. 
TIiou  know'st  I'm  often  stirring  with  the  dawn 
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And  in  thine  absence  rise  to  chase  the  dark ; 
That  I  may  hie  me  to  the  loftiest  iow*r, 
To  watch  the  coming  of  mine  Ethelwald. 
The  dew's  upon  thee'  -hast  thou  rode  all  night1 

ETHELWALD. 
O  night  and  day!  —  alas!  — Elfrida!— love!  — 

ELFRIDA. 

Nay,  that  was  kind  — but  why  upon  thy  brow 
Sits  moody  sorrow?  — has  there  ought  gone  wrong? 

ETHELWALD. 
O  treasure!  such  as  man  ne'er  own'd  before! 

ELFRIDA. 
These  locks  are  damp !  —  great  God !  thou  art 

unwell? 
ETHELWALD. 
Dearer  than  ever,  art  thou  angel!  now! 

ELFRIDA. 

Imprudent  Ethelwald!  —  why  run  this  risk 
To  cheat  the  gloomy  hour?  — O  let  me  press, 
The  chilly  drops  from  thy  disheveled  hair. 

ETHELWALD. 

Ah!  tell  me,  fairest,  dost  thou  love  me  still, 
With  that  same  ardor,  that  unsullied  fire, 
Which  hath  been  erst  thy  wont?  — a  flame  as  pure, 
As  that  which  warms  thy  Ethel wald's  fond  heart ! 
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ELFRIDA. 

Are  words  then  wanting  to  confirm  my  love? 

ETHELWALD. 
Blest  be  the  tongue  that  owns  the  sacred  pledge! 

ELFRIDA. 

Thou  know'st  thou  art,  e'en  as  thou  e'er  hast  been, 
The  sole  dear  object  of  mine  ev'ry  wish. 

ETHELWALD. 
Ah '  but  I  ask  a  more  than  common  love? 

ELFRIDA. 

And  more  than  common  love,  thou  e'er  hast  had, 
From  the  first  hour  ihou  woo'd'st  me  in  the  grove. 

ETHELWAI  D. 

0  my  Elfrida,  pardon  me  the  word, 
Even  that  love  will  scarce  suffice  me  now. 

1  must  have  blind  devotion  !  —  idol  love!  — - 
Such  love  as  bigot  sinners  pay  to  saints!  — 
L')ve  that  will  sacrifice  all  else  to  love! 
Precedence  —  vanity  —  the  world  entire?  — 

ELFRIDA. 

Alas!  what  troubles  thee? — thine  eye  is  dark'  — 
Grim  with  conflicting  passions!  —  whence  the  woe? 
O  speak,  dear  Ethel wald !  —  Elfrida  sues  — 
Thy  wife  —  thy  love — thy  bride  — 
ETHELWALD. 

Ah '  d  are  I  speak  ?  *•» 
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Elfrida,  I  have  such  a  tale  to  tell 

ELFRIDA. 

What  unexpected  ill  awaits  mine  ear! 
Nothing  against  my  honor — virtue-^ fame?—* 
ETHRLWALD. 

0  no — thy  honor  is  unsullied — pure — 

1  am  the  only  culprit  stain'd  with  crime! 
And  you  alone  can  shield  me  from  disgrace. 

ELFRIDA. 

S<i  long  as  mine  own  honor's  unconcern 'd, 
I'll  be  thy  guardian  angel  —  ay,  to  death! 

ETHELWAI.D. 

Can'st  thou  forego  ambition  for  my  sake? 
Rest  in  these  woods  secluded  from  the  world, 
And  hide  thy  matchless  beauties  in  the  shade? 

ELFRIDA. 

Have  1  not  ever  haild  these  solitudes  I 
Yea,  when  alone  I  roam'd  in  yonder  grove :  — 
That  grove  was  then  uritenanted  by  thee, 
And  yet  I  loved  it!  — how  much  more  'tis  dear 
Now  thou'rt  its  guest,  thine  own  fond  heart  can  tell  1 
Bat  why  the  question?  —wherefore  this  dismay ? — 
These  mingled  sighs  and  tears? — this  fev'rish  hand? 

ElMELWALD. 

Belov'd  Elfiida!  — Ethel wald's  undone!  — 
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ELFRTDA. 

Undone!— O  do  not  look  so  wild  !~ undone?  — 

EfHELWALD. 

Ruin  and  death  are  treading  on  my  heels1  — 

ELFRIDA. 
Thou  hast  not  lost  the  favor  of  the  king? 

ETHELWALD. 
Alas!  Elfrida! 

ELFRIDA. 

Be  not  so  cast  down—* 
What  is  a  courtier  but  a  gaudy  slave? 
The  sport  of  fortune,  and  a  king  s  caprice! 
There  is  more  honor  in  a  private  state, 
Than  cringing  after  princes  —  nobler  far 
9  Twill  be  to  rule  the  monarch  of  these  wilds, 
(How  rude  soe'er!)  than  be  by  monarch  ruled* 
I'd  rather  reign  the  king  of  Cottagers, 
(  An  independent  little  potentate ! ) 
Than  bow  a  prince's  waiting-gentleman. 
Now  by  this  fall  you  rise;  since  he  who  serves, 
Is  far  less  worshipful  than  he  who's  served. 

ETHELWALD.     (aside) 
What  regal  pride !  —  All's  over  I  foresee— 

ELFRIDA. 

Here  shalt  thou  sway  o'er  these  far-spread 

domains. 
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Where  thon'lt  be  lord  of  all  —  regret  not,  then, 

A  state  wherein  one  else  was  lord  of  thee. 

ETHELWALD. 

O  could  I  reign  the  monarch  of  these  wilds, 
With  thy  sweet  self,  Elfrida,  for  my  qu^en, 
King  Edgar  never  should  behold  me  more 
The  gilded  butterfly  of  court  intrigue. 
But  no,  Elfrida,  such  a  blissful  lot, 
1$  not  for  wretched  Ethelwald  reserved. 
F'»r<>ive,  most  injured  of  thy  sex!  forgive 
TUe  heart,  the  wicked  heart!  thy  siren  charms 
So  wrought  to  madness,  that  it  hath  betrayM 
Alike  the  lover,  and  the  one  beloved. 

[Jaits  at  her  feet. 

ELFRIDA. 
Whose  wicked  heart?  —  O  do  not  stare  so  strange! 

ETHELWAI.O. 
The  wicked  heart  of  him  who  dared  to  love! 

ELFRIDA. 

O  rise  my  lord  —  my  love  —  my  Ethel  wald*— 
Cling  not  thus  round  me  —  do  not  hide  thy  fare— • 
Look  up  and  smile  —ye  saints!  he  is  not  madl— - 

EIHELWALD. 
Forgive  —  forgive  me  - — 

ELFRIDA. 

What?  dear  Ethelwald!  — 


ETHEL  WALD. 
My  love!— 

ELFRIDA. 

Thy  love?  — 
ETHELWAKD. 

My  false !  my  treacherous  love ! 
ELFRIDA. 
He  ravea !  —  he  raves '  — 

ETHEI.WALD. 

TheliieofEthewald, 
Lies  at  the  mercy  of  Elfiida's  will  ! 

ELFRIDA. 
The  life  of  Ethel  wald  ?  —  what  words  are  these !  — 

ETHELWALD. 

O  do  not  curse  my  love !  — 
ELFRIDA. 

1  curse  thy  love! 
ETHELWALD. 

Yea —  it  hath  cost  thee  England's  diadem! 
Thou  would 'st  have  been  a  Queen,  but  for  my  love. 

ELFRIDA. 
A  Queen,  my  lord? — 

ETHELWALD. 

Ay,  proud  Britannia's  Queen  ! 
ELFKIDA. 
What  do  I  hear! — be  calm— and  tell  me  all  — 
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EJHFLWALD.     (rising)  f 

When  fi*st  I<visked  th^se  fatal  chines, 
I^came  to  ask  ye  for  King  Edgar's  bride; 
But  fired  to  madness  -by  thy  matchless  charms, 
Won  for  myself  with  this  deceitful  tongue, 
The  prize,  the  lovely  prize!  design  d  for  him. 

ELF  KID  A. 
A  Queen !  — 

ElHELWALD. 

A  Queen!  —ah!  sound  too  ominous' 
It  sears  mine  ear' — thy  voice  thus  whispers  death i! 

ELFRIDA.     (aside) 

The  Queen  of  England!  —  nay,  but  it  reads  well! 
Howe'er,  'tis  oven; now  —  hush  !  hush! — no  more! 

ETHELWALD. 
Speak!  speak!  Ivlfrida!  —  turn  not  thus  away  — 

0  look  upon  thy  wretched  Ethel wald. 

ELFRIDA. 

Why  put  affection  to  so  stern  a  proof, 
By  this  confession  to  thy  prejudice7  — 
Had'st  thou  thy  counsel  wisely  kept,  my  lord, 

1  might  have  lived,  and  loved  in  ignorance. 

ETHELWALD. 

No  longer  can  the  fraud  stand  unreyeal'd. 
B  if  you  have  said  enough — I  guess  the  rest-^ 
Alas!  £  so  deserve — yet  recollect,  -ry 
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Am  id 'at  thy  just  reproaches,  'twas  thy  grace, 

That  made  a  felon  of  lost  Kthelwald, 

ELFRIDA. 
These  lips  shall  never  utter  a  reproach. 

ETHELWALD. 
I  ask  but  pity  — 

ELFRIDA. 

Ne'er  degrade  your  love  !  — 
Pity  is  abject!  —  wherefore  crave  the  boon? 

ElHRLWALD. 

Because  I've  yet  a  greater  boon  to  crave — 
O  pardon,  sweet  Elfrida !  one  whose  love, 
Whose  raging  love,  hath  torn  thy  sceptre  down  — 
Ah!  save  me!  save  me! — snatch  thine  Ethelwald 
From  death's  abyss  —  from  the  tremendous  gulf, 
Now  yawning  ai  his  feet! 

ELFRIDA. 

What  can  I  do?  — 
ETHELWALD. 

Thy  charms  conceal —adored  Elfrida,  know 
Edgar  comes  hither,  half  incognito; 
And  wilt  thou,  idol,  for  my  sake  forbear 
To  dazzle  him  with  all  thine  excellence: 
Wear  some  disguise  —  some  veil  —  some 

masquerade 
O  shroud  thy  beauties  from  his  wistful  eye — 
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Remember,  now  I  am  thy  wedded  lord  — 

Hurl  not  destruction  on  thy  husband  s  brow. 

ELFRIDA. 
I  will  do  all,  as  I  in  in  duty  bound. 

ETHELWALD. 

Koble  Elfrida!  — those  redeeming  words, 
Show  nature's  fruitful  hand  in  forming  thee. 
Hath,  like  thy  person,  made  thy  soul  divine! 
All  words  are  vain  —  I'm  dumb  with  gratitude — 
O  angel  in  fair  woman's  loveliest  form! 
Thou  hast  retrieved  my  life:  and  brought  back  hope 
To  this  rent  bosom,  withered  in  despair. 
One  fond  embrace! — one  kind  endearing  kiss!  — 

[  Embracing  her. 
T-ius  do  I  ratify  this  second  rite, 
This  second  nuptial  rite,  whereby  once  more 
J  live  entranced  in  matchless  ecstasy. 

ELFRIDA. 
O  hold  these  transports  !  — 

ETHELWALD. 

Fin  beside  myself!  — 

Doubt,  hope,  and  fear,  distract  alternately  — 
Call  up  thy  maids  —  no  time  is  to  be  lost— 
The  king  is  even  now  upon  the  road  — 
O  set  them  altogether  to  undo, 
As  far  as  can  be,  what  fair  nature's  done. 
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ELFRIDA. 

Then  leave  me  Ethel  wald  —  hush  hush  thy  fears  — 
No  doubt  I  shall  accomplish  mine  intent — 
Go  forth  to  meet  the  king — say  to  the  earl, 
The  flews  of  the  great  banqueting  required. 
ETHELWALD. 

He  comes  in  private  —  feasting  will  offend  — 

/ 

And  lack  of  ceremony  best  accord, 
Elfrida,  with  thy  needful  dishabille. 

ELFRIDA. 
A  certain  state  is  indispensable. 

ETHELWALD. 

Thy  wills  my  law  — ay,  from  this  mindful  day — 
But  recollect,  you  play  the  Invalid  — 
Be  careful  that  all  matters  correspond  — 
And  above  all,  if  possible  avoid 
At  meals  appearing  at  the  banquet  board. 

[  Exit  Ethelwald. 

ELFRIDA. 

Well!  —sages  say,  "  whatever  is,  is  right!  v 
Then,  be  it  so — yet,  had  I  known  before  — 
Howe'er,  no  matter  now  —  the  fates  forbade — • 
Lie  still  ambition  — all  is  for  the  best — 
A  crown's  a  bauble !  splendid  misery ! 
And  rather  to  be  shun  d,  than  coveted! 
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L<jt  me  rejoice*  the  sacrifice  i*  made 
T->  him  whose  fondness  won  my  virgin  heart. 
Dear  Ethel wald  !  1  owe  thy  love  no  less, 
For  thou  dost  worship  rather  ihari  adore! 
Moreover,  thou  art  my  choice!  my  pride1  — ere- 

-while 

I  knew  no  wish  that  was  not  Ethel w  aid's. 
Ail !  vanity  and  coquetry  avaurit; 
I'll  to  my  toilet  forthwith,  to  conceal 
Those  boasted  graces,  heretofore  my  wont, 
In  ail  a  woman's  triumph  to  display. 

[G  nng  — but  flops  to  view  herself,  in 

passing  the  JMirtor 
And  yet  in  fancy's  speculative  dream, 
I  think  T  see  myself  array'd  as  queen! 
The  gorgeous  bauble  sparkling  on  my  brow! 
These  native  charms  transcendently  enhanced, 
By  ermined  robes;  and  regal  blandishments! 
O  what  a  glorious  conquest  would  be  mine. 
To  blind  with  beauty  Edgar's  royal  eye, 
And  win  the  prize  so  envied  by  us  all! 
T'.ien  let  me  pause — it  may-not  be  too  late- 
Divorces  have  been  in  the  world  ere  now  4 
And  vows  of  vestals  by  the  Pope  absolved* 
*  fis  worth  the  venture,  even  tho'  it  lail  — 
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I'm  all  commotion  —  put  I'd  two  difT  rent  ways'  — 

I  would,  and  I  would  not  —  opposing  cares 
Do  baffle  one  another  —  love  and  pride, 
Contend  together  —  Cupid's  in  the  field, 
But  Grandeur  rides  above  on  golden  clouds, 
Looking  most  like  the  conqueror  —  a  queen  !  — 
Great  England's  queen  !  —  had  I  been  born  a  queen 
I  might  have  disregarded  such  a  state, 
(For  human-nature's  so  dissatisfied, 
We  seldom  rate  enough  what  is  possess  'd; 
Too  prone  to  sigh  for  %>  hat  we  cant  attain  —  ) 
But  I  must  be  so  born,  to  so  despise. 
The  die  may  not  be  cast  —  why  yield  my  chance? 
I  own  no  obligation  to  that  love, 
Which  hath  beguiled  me  of  fair  Britain's  throne: 
It  was  my  bane  —  behold  the  antidote  — 
My  world  no  longer  is  in  Ethelwald  — 
King  Edgar's  bosom  may  prove  full  as  fond. 

[  Exit. 
Scene  II. 

The  Great  Hall  of  the  Castle. 
Enter  the  Earl  and  Etheiwald 


EARL, 
Hid  highness  gives  but  *aort  time  to  prepare*, 
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F/THELWALD. 

Yet  shorter  was  his  purpose  — his  intent 
Was  to  surprise  ye;  had  I  not  implored 
His  grace's  leave  to  ride  a  stage  before." 
He  will  be  here  anon  — ^but  five  miles  off, 
It  was  his  order  to  repose  —  his  mind 
Is  to  arouse  Diana  at  the  dawn. 

EARL. 

Had  we,  Sir,  been  apprized  of  his  design, 
Our  loyalty  should  nothing  have  been  slack* 
Brings  he  a  host  of  courtiers  in  his  traiu  ? 

ETHELWALD. 

But  few  my  lord  —  his  chamberlains  —  or  such — • 
With  half  a  dozen  of  but  small  degree: 
He  comes  not  as  a  king;  and  craves  alone^ 
That  courtesy  a  traveller  may  ask. 

EARL. 
What  is  the  object  of  this  journey,  sir? 

ETHELWALD. 

Amusement  — or  some  secret  policy  — 
And  I  entreat  you,  not  to  press  his  stay. 
He  loves  in  no  wise,  importunity. 
If  he  should  hunt  to  day,  tomorrow's  morn 
Will  see  him  doubtless  on  his  route  again. 

EARL. 
Albeit  I  had  wish  d  his  stay  some  days, 
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If  only  to  make  up  for  present  lack, 

ETHEL  WALD. 

He  doth  insist  upon  no  royal  state. 
I  shall  stay  booted  as  you  see  —  my  wife 
Will  doff  by  no  means  her  accustomed  hood ; 
But  after  showing  greeting  to  his  grace, 
Retire,  as  modestly  becomes  a  bride. 

EARL, 

This  scarce  may  be  —  however,  you  know  best  — 
I'm  unacquainted  with  his  highness'  ways—- 
But hark  !  to  hoofs  upon  the  gale  —  he  comes  — 

ETHEL  WALD.     (  aside  ) 
Ah!  fatal  sound !  — my  heartVhope  fails  —  'tis  he! 

JFlorish  of  Ttutnpels. 
Enter  Servants  announcing  the  King, 
the  Earl  and  Ethelirald  go  forth 

and  lead  him  in,  followed  by 
Alfred,  Lords,  Knights,  and  Attendant. 

EDGAR. 

We  come,  my  lord,  an  uninvited  guest, 
Relying  on  thy  we  1-known  loyalty: 
And  'twas  our  mind  to  take  ye  unaware, 
Lest  needless  ceremony  might  destroy 
The  zest  of  social  cheer ;  had  not  the  love 
Of  this  our  faithful  Ethel  wald  prevailed; 
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Whose  cares  for  our  convenience  sent  him  first, 

T'announce  our  corning  to  our  cousin's  ear. 

EARL. 

Your  highness  does  great  honor  to  our  house: 
But  coming  sire,  without  due  note  thereof, 
I  pray  ye  to  excuse  in  my  poor  peel, 
Those  wants,  which  to  a  royal  visiter. 
Must  needs  seem  many  —  seeing  all  things  here, 
Not  as  they  are;  but  as  they  ought  to  be. 

EDGAR. 

A  hasty  meal  — a  morning's  sport,  my  lord, 
Is  all  we  wish  for  —  all  we  will  accept* 

EARL. 

All,  sire,  is  yours  in  Ordgars  battled  tow'rs: 
Command,  my  liege;  we  live  but  to  obey. 

EDGAR. 
Is  game  abundant '  —  hawk  ye  oft,  my  lord? 

EARL. 

*Tis  not  my  place  to  boast  of  my  preserves, 
But  yet  I'm  fain  to  flatter  my  belief, 
Your  highness  may  enjoy  a  perfect  sport. 

EDGAR. 

Then  ere  the  sun  arise,  let's  scare  the  lark, 
So  serve  the  breakfast-board  —  methinks  e'en  now, 
His  golden  beam*  begin  to  tinge  the  hills. 
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Lord  Ethelwald,  our  devoirs  to  your  bride  — 

We  tarry  yet  awhile  to  greet  her  first. 

ETHELWALD. 

Elfiida  is  unwell —  was  up  all  night—* 
Is  quite  unfit  the  honors  meet  to  do  — 
But  if,  my  liege,  you'll  graciously  excuse, 

Her  dishabille,  and  lack  of  ornament, 

• ' 

She  waits  command  to  make  obeisance, 

EDGAR. 
If  fame  speaks  true,  she  needs  no  ornament! 

EARL. 
After  the  hunt,  my  liege,  at  banquet-board 

E THELWALD.       (  Jtasli/y  ) 

Absence  therefrom  she  earnestly  entreats — 
She'll  now  appear,  if  so  his  grace  permits. 

EARL. 
She  cannot  be  in  meet  array,  my  lord ..... 

EDGAR. 

"  Beauty  when  unadorn'd,  's  adorn'd  the  most!  " 
(So  say  the  poets  —  let  her  straight  come  forth. 

EARL. 

P  irdon  a  partial  parent's  proud  regards  — 
Id  fain  she  came  befitting  her  degree  — 
At  noon,  my  liege  —  or  by  the  evenfall, 
My  daughter  shall  do  homage  to  your  grace. 
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EDGAR, 

Our  life's  upon  the  hope;  and  time  itself, 
Will  move  too  tardily  til!  she  so  deigns. 
Howe'er,  my  lord,  when  is  your  banquet  spread  '. 
If  so  it  needs  be,  that  I  needs  must  wait. 

EARL. 

When  Sol  doth  lave  him  in  the  western  wave, 
If  it  so  please  your  grace,  our  supper's  served. 

ETKELWALD.     (anxiously) 
tlfrida^s  summou'd —  she'll  be  here  anon  — 
But  being  out  of  health,  a  bride,  and  coy, 
Pleads  to  be  prest-not,  to  attend  the  fete. 
Enter  Servants,  who  announce  Eifrida. 

Enter  Eifrida, 
In  a  blaze  of  beauty,  splendidly  arrayed. 

EDGAR.     (  in  a.s tonishment. ) 
Ye  Gods  defend  me!  —  'tis  some  form  divine1—- 

ETH E L w AL D.     (  in.  dts-pa //• . ) 
My  fate  is  seal'd  •  —  Pm  utterly  undone !  — 

EDGAR. 

Am  I  awake!  —  or  doth  some  vision  bland 
Delude  mine  eyesight!  —  do  I  mortal  set  ? 

EARL,     (to  Kihetuald,  w/«» 
stands  confounded.) 
Lead  forth  Elfrida!  —  Low's  this  Eihelwald  \  •* 


EPGAB. 
She  is  unmatched ! — the  queen  of  loveliness  !  — 

ETHELWALD, 
(presenting  E/frida) 
The  bride  of  Ethel  wald,  my  gracious  liege. 

EDGAR. 

Madam,  we  pray  ye  to  accept  in  brief, 
Our  nuptial  greeting  —  how  the  husband's  blest, 
Who  wins  a  wife  replete  with  charms  like  thine! 

ELFRIDA. 

Your  highness'  service  —  poor's  the  loyal  bow^ 
To  pay  the  bond  whereby  our  duty's  bound  : 
Due  homage  is  enhanced;  and  twofold  claim'd, 
By  this  new  honor  to  our  favor'd  house. 

EDGAR,     (aside) 

Thou  sweet  enchantress !  —  O  ccelestial  queen !  — - 
Wonder  and  admiration  do  contend 
Which  shall  be  foremost! — artful  Ethelwald  !  — 
But  I'll  have  vengeance!  — she  shall  still  be  mine! 

(to  Eljrida) 

Lady,  we  feel  ourself  aggrieved,  our  court 
You've  robb'd  so  long  of  sucii  rare  excellence : 
And  must  exact  the  homage  yon  profess, 
By  citing  your  appearance  there  forthwith. 

ELF  ii  IDA. 
Your  highness  knows  it  is  our  sex  s  fort, 
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To  make  our  liege-lord's  will  and  wish  our  own. 

EDGAR. 

We  abrogate  the  law ;  and  now  decree, 
That  henceforth  it  high  treason  shall  be  deem'd, 
To  bury  in  seclusion's  envious  shade, 
Graces  that  shame  Olympia's  fabled  darnes! 

(aside  to  Elhelicald) 

Is  this  the  rustic,  cherry-cheek'd  coquette, 
Whose  beauty  is  her  wide  inheritance? 
What !  cover d  with  confusion !  — why  that  blush? 

(toElfrida} 

Did  I  indeed  obey  dame  Charity, 
I  fain,  like  Ethel waid,  might  advocate, 
The  hiding  of  a  sorceress,  whose  spells 
Bid  all  beholders  gaze  to  be  undone ! 

ELFRIDA. 

Ah !  had  I  wit,  or  confidence,  my  liege, 
To  banter  in  return,  'twould  be  fair  play, 
To  pay  ye  back  in  kind :  but  such  attempt 
Must  mock  my  vain  presumption  —  ay,  too  sure  — 
For  flatt'ry's  word,  could  flatt'ry  be  no  more,* 
Address'd  where  excellence  doth  beggar  praise. 

EDGAR. 
(to  t lie  Earl) 
And  you,  my  lord,  may  some  reproach  deserve. 


In  keeping:  from  our  court  your  daughter's  charm   : 

Albeit  one  so  formed  to  captivate, 

Had  wrought  amongst  our  knights  a  mortal  strife: 

A  strife,  howe'er,  our  royal  interdict 

Had  silenced  presently;  for  such  a  fair, 

\Vas  worthy  but  of  one! 

ETH EL w AID.     ( aside  ) 

Damnation !  — s'death  !  — 
Must  I  liear  this  and  listen  patiently? 
Were  he  another,  an'  I  promise  him, 
J'd  padlock  presently  his  saucy  tougue. 

(lo  the  Earl) 

Your  pardon  for  the  word,  mine  honor'd  lord  — 
But  breakfast  waits — and  twilight  tips  the  hills  — 
If  so  his  grace's  horn's  to  rouse  the  sun, 
*Tis  time  for  saddle-tree  —  the  ruddy  east 
Doth  d  off  his  night-cap  at  Aurora's  call. 

EDGAR. 

(pus/ting  Ethelwald  aside  ) 
Aurora's  here!  the  Goddess  of  the  Morn! 
The  brightest  star  in  Edgar  s  hemisphere! 

(lo  E'lfnda) 

Lady,  be  pleased  to  honor  the  brief  space, 
A  sportsman's  hasty  dejeune  allows: 
A  space  tho'  short,  that  shorter  still  will  seem, 
Where  hours  would  glide  like  moments,  so  beguil'd  I 
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Yet,  when  we  rise,  thence  until  eventide, 

Swift  may  the  intervening  moments  fly ; 

If  then,  O  Time!  thou'lt  check  thy  sand  i'  the  glass, 

So  to  prolong  thy  moments  into  hours; 

That  hours  be  ages,  when  the  board  again 

Brings  us  beside  this  gem  of  loveliness. 

[  Exeunt  all  but  Etlielwald. 
ETHELWALD. 

O  woman !  woman !  fickle  art  thou  formed !  — 
What  wilt  thou  not  do,  to  be  rated  fair?  — 
To  swell  in  pomp? — be  envied? — bow'd  before?  — 
She  loved  me  fervently  but  yester-night ; 

And  yet  to  day but  hush  the  hateful  thought — 

*Tis  worse  than  death  a  thousand  times  told  o'er  ! 
Her  heart,  her  soul,  her  very  self  were  mine! 
And  now  a  bauble  wins  them !  —  she  had  all, 
Rank !  honor !  wealth !  — lack'd  nothing  but  a 

crown — • 

Was  happy  to  the  summit  of  her  wish  — 
Adoring,  and  adored! — elysian  state!- — 
Her  world  in  me!  as  my  world  was  in  her! 

O  Alfred !  Alfred ! but  the  fault  was  mine; 

For  'twas  myself  that  taught  thee  to  betray! 
Sad  was  the  fatal  day  I  trusted  thee  ; 
That  day  I  first  beheld  those  siren  charms, 
That  robbed  me  of  my  prized  integrity; 
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And  made  me  wretched  in  the  arms  of  joyv 

Yet,  sweet  Elfrida!  in  this  hour  of  shame; 

Thus  humbled  to  the  dust  —  dismiss'd — cast  down 

E'en  'mid'st  the  embryo  perils  lurking  round ; 

Still  do  I  love  thee  more  than  words  can  tell! 

Nor  would  exchange  the  blissful  memory 

Of  those  fond  hours  of  past  and  brief  delight ; 

For  all  the  tinsel,  trappings,  and  parade. 

Which  shall  adorn  thee  when  king  Edgar's  bride. 

But  hold  reproaches  —  thou  deluded  fell 

The  victim  of  a  surreptitious  flame ! 

Mine  was  the  fault  —  be  mine  the  punishment  — 

And  yet  I'd  fain  encourage  the  belief, 

That  if,  (in  all  the  pride  of  royalty, 

When  he  who  falsely  won  thy  love's  no  more! ) 

A  thought  of  thy  devoted  Ethelwald, 

Should  e'er  intrude,  and  with  a  transient  pang 

Irnbitter  for  a  moment  your  repose, 

That  the  sigh  sacred  to  the  faith  true-sworn, 

Of  one  whose  soul  existed  but  in  thine, 

Will  cherish 'd  be,  a  dear  memorial! 

Not  smother  d  in  its  rise,  like  some  foul  wish 

Deserving  of  a  stem  antipathy ! 

For  when  familiarized  is  grandeurs  boon, 

Its  value  imperceptibly  declines: 


And  then  the  alienated  heart  reverts 

To  nature's  unsophisticated  state: 

That  sigh,  so  chaste  !  will  no  pollution  be; 

But  a  pure  tribute  to  primeval  love. 

And  thou,  my  Edgar,  brother  more  than  king! 

Altho'  I  merit  death  from  thy  kind  hand, 

(That  death  I  shall  too  surely  soon  receive) 

Let  the  remembrance  of  my  misery, 

My  sorrow,  my  infatuated  love, 

Wash  out  the  blackness  of  my  turpitude. 

Ah!  fleet!  how  fleet  indeed!  hath  been  the  hour, 

The  little  hour  of  my  beatitude; 

And  that  brief  term,  mingled  with  alteratives. 

My  cup  of  bliss  was  dashM  with  bitterness, 

When  fortune  held  it  to  my  panting  lip; 

A;id  the  first  quaff  proved  deleterious. 

(a  noise  wit  kin) 

But  hark !  the  king  rides  forth  —  I'll  to  the  chase, 
Despite  the  tempest  gath'ring  o'er  my  brow; 
And  tho'  his  horse's  hoofs  upon  the  wind, 
Sound  like  the  knell  of  death!  — let  malice  frown; 
And  hate,  and  envy,  rear  their  gorgon  heads, 
To  flout  my  favor;  still  will  I  look  up, 
Arid  meet  my  falling  fortune  like  a  man ! 
Yea,  I'll  my  gallant  bearing  yet  maintain; 
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Not  die  a  coward,  tho*  I  death  deserve. 

Let  clouds  then  threat  —  malignant  mischiefs 

scowl  — 

And  warning  voices  thunder  in  mine  ear, 
Portentous  of  the  bursting  ills  to  scare, 
I'll  heed  them  not;  but  brave  the  worst  in  store. 

[Exit. 
Scene  II!> 

The  Forest. 

Enter  Edgar  solus. 

it* 

. 

EDGAR. 
Thank  heav  n  I've  distanced  them  —  how  sports 

torment, 

When  not  in  unison  with  fancy's  mood. 
Yonder  my  steed  may  stand  —  the  wolf  may 

range  — 

We  hear  his  howl,  and  can  avoid  his  haunts; 
But  there's  a  wolf  who  bleateth  like  a  lamb, 
Hid  in  sheep's  cloathing,  that  we  fain  would  track, 
That  traitor  Ethelwald  has  purchased  death ; 
And  justice  stern,  the  purchase-deed  attests. 
He  h^th  cajoled  us  —  soil'd  our  nuptial  bed  — 
And  wrought  implied  dishonor  to  our  queen  I 


(For  queen  she  was  to  be,  and  will  be  still) 

I'm  half  distracted  —  in  a  flame  of  love — 

And  scarce  can  brook  the  intervening  space. 

Between  this  idle  present,  and  the  time 

The  rite  shall  be  perform 'd — he  needs  must  die  — 

And  yet  I  loved  him  once — and  even  now 

Am  loath  to  take  his  life  —  strange  paradox ! 

Fain  could  I,  in  my  sympathizing  heart, 

Almost  acquit  the  passion,  whose  excess 

Provoked  him  to  the  criminality; 

J'or  such  a  blaze  of  matchless  witcheries, 

As  round  Elfrida  shine,  sure  never  yet 

In  one  frail  woman  were  before  combined. 

O  if  Pd  seen  her  not,  this  hand  unstained, 

Would  have  been  spared  the  blow  it  now  must 

strike ; 

And  I  had  lived  in  happy  ignorance, 
Guiltless,  and  satisfied  !  — but  lo!  he  comes  — 
See,  how  he  moves  abash'd,  with  listless  gait  — 
And,  like  myself,  dismounts,  to  muse  alone: 
His  very  horse  droops  mournfully  his  head, 
As  conscious  of  his  master's  fallen  state. 
Well !  he  shall  have  fair  play ;  and  since  my  crown, 
Forbids  our  meeting  freely  in  the  lists, 
Here  in  the  forest  will  we  run  a  tilt; 


And  venture  life  for  love!  —  high  heav'n  will  nerve 
This  arm,  invincible  in  right's  good  cause. 

Enter  Ethelwald 
(who  slarti  back  OH  seeing  the  king) 

EDGAR. 

Defend  thy  life,  thou  villain  Ethelwald! 
Or  die  the  death  a  traitor  ought  to  die. 

ETHEI  WALD. 
Strike,  sire  —  I'm  guilty —  welcome  be  the  blow  — 

EDGAR. 
The  blow  is  justice  —  die,  deceiver,  die — 

[runs  him  through  the  body 
with  his  hunt  ing -ipear. 
ETHELWALD. 
flow,  now,  kind  Edgar !  pardon  Ethelwald. 

[  Diet, 
Enter  the  Earl,  Alfred,  and  suite. 

EARL. 

What  is  the  outcry? — good !  my  gracious  liege, 
There's  blood  upon  thy  spear!  —  has  Ethelwald...! 

EDGAR. 

Our  life,  ye  see,  is  safe  — inquire  no  more  — 
My  lord,  go  forward  ;  to  thy  daughter  bear, 
Of  this  catastrophy  the  fatal  news. 
Say,  Edgar's  slain  her  lord:  but  lives  in  hope, 
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(According  to  the  custom  of  the  times) 

To  make  her  reparation  adequate. 

This  hand  has  made  her  widow;  and  this  hand, 

Shall  make  her,  by  your  leave,  again  a  wife. 

If  she  hath  lost  a  husband,  he  was  one 

Unworthy,  sure,  of  her  transcendent  charms: 

We  offer  her,  in  lieu  thereof,  a  king! 

Yea,  England  s  crown  lies  prostrate  at  her  feet. 

EARL. 
My  liege,  such  honor's  far  beyond  all  hope. 

EDGAR. 

Moreover  say,  (lest  conscience'  scruples  sting) 
We'll  found  together  some  religious  house, 
Endow 'd  with  lands,  and  royal  revenues, 
"Whose  holy  choir,  in  nightly  orisons, 
Shall  pray  for  Ethelwald's  departed  soul. 

ALFRED. 

May  it  so  please  your  highness,  we  remove 
The  body  of  the  traitor  from  your  sight. 

EDGAR. 

What!  art  l/wu  here?  —  avaunt!  —  avaunt  I  say  — 
The  sight  of  thee  recals  my  hateful  deed  — 
O  author  of  my  c  ri  me !  —  but  for  thy  tongue, 
Thy  canting  tongue !  I  had  lived  ignorant. 
'Tis  thou  hast  made  me  that  which  I  abhor. 
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Out  of  my  presence  —  thou  art  a  reproach  — 

He  who  betrays  his  friend,  betrays  himself — 
A  fawning  sycophant  whose  smile's  a  snare  — 
Too  mean  for  vengeance  —  worthy  but  of  scorn! 
Get  to  thy  home,  sir  —  hide  thee  from  mankind  — 
And  hold  thyself  well  paid,  to  be  dismissed. 

ALFRED. 

Is  this  indeed  the  merited  reward, 
For  Alfred's  honor,  faith,  and  loyalty? 

EDGAR. 

Honor's  a  bubble '  —  faith,  self-int Vest's  ends!  — 
And  loyalty,  a  word  that  means  a  lie, 
Invented  to  deceive  the  ear  of  kings. 
Henceforth  thy  honor,  faith,  and  loyalty. 
Shall  be  our  monitor ;  because  thou  art 
A  lesson  in  thyself,  (O  hateful  task  ' ) 
To  teach  the  foulness  of  hypocrisy! 
Go  —  never  let  me  see  thy  face  again. 

ALERED. 

(aside,  a$  he  crotses  the  stage  to  withdraw) 
O  ruin!  ruin!  — now  the  scales  fall  off— 
Mine  eyes  are  open'd;  and  I  wake  to  find, 
The  traitor's  hated ;  tho'  the  treason's  loved ! 
My  conscience  smote  me,  even  from  the  first; 
And  whisper'd  'twas  a  dastard  part  I  play'd: 
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But  Satan  with  his  subtle  sophisms, 

Perverted  honor,  faith,  and  loyalty; 

And  made  their  breach,  appear  their  ordinance. 

O  cursed  is  his  fate,  who  in  his  fall, 

The  solace  knows  not,  that  'tis  undeserved. 

[Exit  Alfred. 
EDGAR. 

(  over  the  body  of  Ethelwald) 
Thus  art  thou  now,  poor  Ethelwald,  avenged!  — 
Avenged  by  him  who  dealt  thy  pnnishment. 
Yes,  Ethelwald!  tho'  well  deserved  thy  fate, 
And  tho'  this  hand,  this  fond  fraternal  hand! 
Was  doomed  to  strike  the  sanguinary  blow, 
No  heart  laments  thee  with  a  love  like  mine. 
'Twas  justice  sway'd  the  sword  thy  rival  held ; 
Who  even  did  whilst  smiting  pardon  thee. 
Then  sleep  in  peace;  and  be  thy  penance  small, 
For  ev'ry  other  unrepented  sin. 
How  in  my  breast  conflicting  passions  rise: 
For  now,  amid'st  anticipated  joys, 
The  memVy  of  thy  faith  —  thy  treachery  — 
Thy  struggles  —thy  temptations —  and  thy  death, 
Imbitters  half  my  promised  happiness! 
For  thou  wert  faithful  once;  and  1  was  fond, 
Until  a  woman  caused  us  each  to  fall. 
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This  world  tho'  large,  was  yet  too  small  for  both ; 

Since  all  to  either  in  one  dame  was  found. 
The  fault,  perhaps,  Was  neither  yours,  nor  mine, 
If  fate,  relentless  fate !  decreed  it  so. 
Thy  course  was  brief;  and  brief  may  be  mine  own : 
For  vain,  how  vain!  is  each  proud  man's  career. 
He  thinks  this  world,  the  sun,  the  moon,  the  stars, 
Created  all  for  him  —  presumptuous  fool ! 
When  in  the  dust  his  haughty  head  shall  lie, 
The  sun  will  rise  and  set,  the  moon,  the  stars,  ' 
AH  all  shine  forth  the  same  —  the  seasons  still 
Will  florish  and  will  fade ;  altho*  to  him 
Spring,  summer,  autumn,  winter's  all  the  same; 
And  he  is  now  as  if  he'd  never  been. 
Nay,  of  the  mighty  who  have  ruled  the  world, 
How  few  are  they  whose  very  names  survive 
Their  being  here  below  —  Yet  humble  men, 
Cling,  like  the  great,  to  some  posthumous  fame; 
Quite  loath  to  deem  themselves  so  little  worth, 
That  time  will  not  their  memory  preserve : 
But  no — when  dead  and  gone,  and  seen  no  more, 
They're  soon  to  blank  oblivion  con  sign 'd. 
Thus  Ethel wald, '  twill  be  ere  long  with  thee; 
Tho'  now  thy  master  in  this  burst  of  grief, 
Doth  feel  to  what  extent  he  valued  thee. 
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And  even  that  Elfrida's  p<  crless  charms, 

Can  scarce  compensate  thy  lamented  Joss. 

O  fortune  '  are  thy  most  enticing  boons, 

Then  insufficient  to  dispense  content? 

And  is  there  ever  in  thy  choicest  gifts, 

A  void  which  makes  their  value  incomplete? 

No  bliss  comes  unadulterated  here; 

But  breeds  its  own  corrosive  cankerworrn  ; 

Proving  the  future,  by  the  past,  to  be 

A  jilting  conjurer,  whose  sleight-of-hand 

Presents  us  fictions  in  the  form  of  truths, 

Which  cloaking  cunningly  or  weal  or  woe, 

With  frail  anticipation  juggles  us. 

All  is  delusion  —earthly  happiness, 

An  empty  vapour  wrought  of  gaudy  hues, 

Which  fades  from  its  own  inconsistency  ; 

Aud  man  from  fancy's  fairy  dream  awakes, 

To  find  that  hope  but  flatters  to  betray. 


[  Exeunt  Omnes. 
Of  ftet  the 
FINIS. 
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ERRATA. 

Page  45  line  13  for  "couse"  read  "course'* 
Page  49  line  2  for  'communication3  communication, 
and  line  10,  for  "  some  some  "  read  "  some  " 
Page  54  line  9 for  "mere"  read  "more"  —  and'line 

14  for  "aad"  "and'* 

Page  64  line  1  for  "requsite"  read  "requisite" 
Page  69  line  10  for  "anomoly  "  read  "anomaly" 

.  &c. 
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